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Foreign Boys 
WARNING 


This e-Book contains sexually graphic, violent scenes, and 
adult language that may be offensive to some. Please store 
your e-Books carefully where they cannot be accessed by 
underage readers. 
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WAYNE IN SPAIN 


By William Maltese 


My memorable, pleasurable, boner-producing and, yes, 
orgasmic tale begins in 1982 when | just passed into young 
adulthood, even if it has taken me this long to describe how 
it was — that day, in that oak grove, beneath the rear wall 
of the Castillo del Balneario. (| did, indeed, by the way, live 
full-time in that rather impressive pre-Moorish Spanish 
castle). 


| was slow in reaching puberty, my first erection occurring 
after most of my peers, I’m sure, were not only deeply into 
fantasizing girls but probably even fucking them. Fucking- 
girl fantasies or fucking girls for real wasn’t something | 
experienced then, or to this day. 


That said, my lateness in identifying my homosexuality (and 
it was a long time in coming, no pun intended) possibly had 
more to do with so little sexual stimuli afforded by the men 
at the castle. They were, to a one, either family, ugly, old, or 
a combination of all three; that included a whole line of 
tutors with whom I spent a good deal of my time. 


Quite on my own, one day in the bath, soap in hand, soapy 
hand on my dick, | discovered that my cock definitely 
enjoyed being fondled while soft and enjoyed it even more 
when — the miracle finally happened! —it was hard. Fine 
and good! 
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Then, though, | was traumatized ( not so fine and good!) 
when my (too roughly handled?) boner shot its/my very first 
pus-like load and proceeded, shortly thereafter, to 
metamorphose into a soft-and-swollen grotesque. 


Discussing my self-abused and assumedly damaged private 
parts with my family wasn’t a viable option. My mother was 
not only a could-she-really-understand-? woman, but she 
seemed always to be fighting with my father (when he was 
home, which was seldom), or locked in her room and crying 
(which was often). 


My father (when he was home, which was seldom), was 
always fighting with my mother (which was often) or locked 
away in his study (which was often) conducting business — 
something to do with international stocks and bonds. | was 
comfortable enough to approach him with a mathematical 
problem, or about the colic suffered by one of our horses, 
but Daddy, | seem to have permanently damaged my 
pecker just didn’t seem possible. 


As for my older brother, Jorge, | didn’t like him; | don’t like 
him now. 


He’s a manipulative fatty-blob of a ne’er-do-well who thinks 
he’s far more clever than he really is. 


Before | decided upon which out-of-castle authority figure to 
approach for seemingly needed medical assistance, my 
condition blessedly dissipated on its own. Before long, my 
cock was back to seeming normal, and | was vowing, 
miraculously cured, that | would never touch myself down 
there again. Later, | began thinking that maybe | might risk 
the damage one more time, considering the intense 
pleasure I’d experienced at the moment of my first and last 
creamy discharge. Then, having finally played myself to 


another orgasm, a close look at the resulting creamy 
residue decided me that /t didn’t look anything like pus. 


Like a fighter partially inured to continual punching, my dick 
for awhile, thereafter, still got puffy when beaten to orgasm 
but never as puffy as that first time. 
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By the day | came through the gate, at the base of the rear 
castle wall, skidded the steep defensive embankment, and 
sauntered sun-baked ground to the mutated oaks, | had 
taken to jacking off regularly (making up for lost time), only 
having recently discovered the additional masturbatory 
pleasure had by beating my meat simultaneously to viewing 
hunky young men on pages torn from slick magazines. 


My brother swore up and down, round and round, that the 
oak grove | entered was hexed by a witch who lived in one 
hollowed-out bole. He was just as insistent that the castle 
was haunted by the ghost of a conquistador. 


The way | have it figured, Jorge didn’t want me to access the 
oaks, because my doing so, fat boy that he was, made it too 
difficult for him to access me for sadistic harassment. He 
didn’t want me wandering certain parts of the castle, either, 
but that was because those were the places wherein he 
performed his more-private perversions; whatever those 
might have been, and despite what he may have thought 
otherwise, | never was interested enough or curious enough 
to find out. 


With the assistance of a sympathetic science tutor, | pretty 
much determined it wasn’t the machinations of any witch 
that mutates the trees. The cause, a hot mineral springs, 


that once only bubbled the swamp between grove and sea, 
having metastasized to infiltrate and taint the sole stream 
which currently irrigated the oaks in question. While the 
impressive strand survives the chemical attack on its root 
systems, its trunks and branches are straight out of 
something Brothers Grimm. 


| headed for the grove with all intentions of using its privacy 
to indulge some pleasurable penile abuse while including 
the potential pleasure in the same-time of ogling a popular 
male American movie star, extremely hunky with shirt off, 
brought with me on the latest page I'd ripped from one of 
my mother’s magazines. 
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The Hieronymus Bosch landscape had just separated and 
cooled me from the hot summer Spanish sun when | saw 
him. 


Him and he will forever be his name, although | have often 
thought of assigning him a Christian name: say, Rodrigo, 
Ferdinand, Juan, or Carlos. | never got his real name. 


My father or brother might have known him, or discovered 
his identity, but if there was so little chance of my 
discussing my masturbation with them, there was certainly 
no chance whatsoever of my ever discussing his 
masturbation with them. 


Because he was jacking, flogging, whipping his hog. 
Strangling his monkey. 


Wrestling his snake. Pistoning his penis. Beating his meat. 
Shaking hands with his Johnny. Wanking his willie. Pumping 


his prick. Priming his squirt gun. 
Manhandling his hose. 


| hadn’t seen many naked men before him, none of whom 
had petted their pecker within my presence. | couldn’t even 
include my father’s nakedness on my list of had-seens. My 
father was so modest that | don’t, to this day, recall ever 
having seen him without his button-down-collar shirt; | 
never saw him in a swimming suit. My brother was more 
willing to flaunt himself in front of me, in one state of 
undress or another, but | wasn’t impressed by his cock 
(much smaller than mine), or by his physique (downright 
porky). 


He-who-was-naked-in-that-witchy-oak-grove, his back 
against the trunk of one tree, his legs in a wide stance, his 
pelvis thrust slightly forward, his powerfully large dick (even 
larger than mine) massaged by his steadily stroking fingers, 
his scrotum so compact as to make his two testicles seem 
bigger-than-even-a-soccer-ball, was literally breathtaking to 
behold. 


He was dark-complexioned, from the thatch of his thick 
comic-book blue-black hair to his shapely big toes. His 
eyebrows were sooty and well-shaped. His lashes were 
ebony in their mesh over his closed eyes. His pubic hair was 
thick darkness at the base of his dick that provided a fine 
thin line that ran his lower 8 
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belly to parenthesize his innie navel and go shadowy within 
the deep cleavage that divided his twin brown-nippled 
pectorals. 


His arms and legs looked hairless, possessing a naked 
physical perfection made more so in comparison to the 
twisted tree limbs maniacally reaching for the blue cloud- 
dusted Spanish sky above us. 


As his firmly fisted right hand moved the loose outer skin of 
his hard dick up and back, up and back, along his cock’s 
hard inner core, his pulpy cockhead poked out and back, out 
and back, like the fat bobbing head of a turtle frequently 
exiting and returning into its shell. 


The muscles of his body rippled and shifted. One moment, 
his belly muscles wash-boarded more intensely and seemed 
to say, Look at us! ; the next moment, his pectorals became 
grab-attention taut and apparently ready to pop their dime- 
size nipples as surely as any too-tight shirt popped its 
buttons; his biceps and thigh muscles bulged; his calve 
muscles went triangular... 


His other hand cupped his scrotum-sheathed nuts. His 
upturned palm squeezed, like the leaf on one of those 
Carnivorous plants over prey. His eruption of creamy cum 
was more impressive than the massive discharge of the 
geyser within the adjoining marshland. 


| was so entranced by his parabolas of copious spermal 
discharge, at the same time confused by the attending 
leakage from my own stiff pecker (I momentarily mistook an 
exceptionally profuse gushing of my pre-cum for ejaculate), 
| almost didn’t see his thick lashes part to reveal his deep- 
dark black eyes whose surprised stare immediately pinned 
me to the spot as securely as any bug to corkboard. 


| thought for sure that shit was going to hit the fan. My leg 
muscles reflexively flexed to launch me into full flight, but | 


couldn’t manage even one step of the many required for a 
safe and quick getaway. 


“Ah, the cute young grandee from the castle!” 
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I'd never seen such white-white teeth revealed behind such 
sensuously full and pink-pink lips. He had a deep dimple in 
each cheek and a slight cleft in his chin. 


He’d gotten it all wrong, of course. All the noble titles once 
held by my family had passed to my Uncle Juan to disappear 
for good when he, in order to finance some big-spending, 
just before dying of cancer, sold them to a very rich 
Mexican. 


“Like what you just saw?” Naked-Stud-in-the-Grove asked 
me. 


Jesus, yes! | liked it. Could | pretend otherwise? No. Could | 
put my appreciation into words? No, again. 


His right hand still wrapped his just-exploded cock, and it 
milked stale spunk from the long neck of his dick to cascade 
the curl of his couching forefinger. He released his cock and 
flicked his hand free of cum that sunburst into tiny bits and 
pieces that momentarily caught sunlight and went all the 
colors of the rainbow. 


“The preview was free, but you'll have to pay for anything 
more,” he said. 


“No doubt | can teach you a thing or two about self- 
pleasuring a cock.” 


| was still too muddled by what I’d seen, and by whatever 
the miracle that kept him from coming over and slapping 
me silly for having seen what I’d seen, to be fully aware of 
what he so blatantly proposed. 


He waited patiently and leaned his muscled and naked back 
and ass more completely against the bark of the tree. He 
folded his arms, but not defensively, across his chest — 
which made his pectorals swell even more impressively in 
backdrop. 


“I'll bet you baby-faced aristocrats only know how to jack-off 
like this,” he said. Delicately, he pinched the neck of his 
penis, his forefinger to his cockbelly, his thumb to his 
cockback. (Pseudo-aristocratically?), he provided a two- 
finger manipulation of his cockskin that pulled loose skin up 
and over the head of his circumcised dick to give the 
appearance of a foreskin returned. 


10 
Laura Baumbach, Ally Blue, William Maltese 


“Or, maybe, some of you are a bit more adventuresome and 
actually manage a three-finger grip.” He illustrated. “Never 
guessing that what a dick really wants and needs, as does 

any good woman, is some really take-charge manhandling.” 


He fisted his dick with his whole hand and pumped hard and 
fast for a good fifteen seconds before turning loose. His big 
cock, never having gone completely flaccid, was back to 
complete metronome-impressiveness and hypnotically 
swayed before his muscled belly. “Please tell me you've 
cash in your pants along with that obviously large cock of 
yours.” 


“You're serious?” | still wasn’t sure he wasn’t engaged in 
some kind of delaying action until he could take advantage 
and beat the shit out of me for perversely having watched 
him. Or... 


| checked for any sign of my brother. He was so big with 
blubber that no tree trunk could possibly hide him. This 
seemed just the sort of thing he’d do, probably to entrap me 
and extort money via blackmail. I'd not yet learned that he 
was, at the time, always depleting his allowance by paying 
castle chamber maids double to let him fuck them in the 
ass, but | did know that he was continually shaking me down 
for money. 


| saw neither hide nor hair of Jorge. | didn’t see any 
cameras, either. 


“ld like to do more for free, kid,” Naked-Man-with-Big-Cock 
said, now seemingly completely at ease by whomever, 
including me, was or wasn’t watching. “Really, | would. But, 
it’s hard times. Not that you’d likely know anything about 
that, living in your castle and all. But truth is, a guy like me 
has to earn a little extra soending money, here and there, 
however, whenever, and wherever he can. Not that you 
should get the wrong idea, because I’m not queer, or 
anything like that. No way I’m touching you, no way are you 
touching me. 


But if you really want to see and learn some of the ins and 
outs of self-pleasuring pecker, I’m your man. So, what do 
you say?” 
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Of course, | had money with me. | wasn’t like my brother 
who couldn’t keep cash for any longer than it took for it to 
pass from my father’s hand or from my mother’s hand to his 
hand to some chambermaid’s hand for purchase of a literal 
piece of ass. 


Keeping my eyes carefully focused on Senor Studly-Naked- 
at-the-Tree, | slid the pointed fingers of my right hand into 
the front right pocket of my Levi’s and scissored, between 
my index- and my fuck-finger, the paper currency | found 
there. | pulled out the bills and, without counting them, gave 
them a toss that had them fall just short of their target. 


His knees didn’t collapse him to get at the money; he bent 
from his waist and, intentionally or not, provided me the 
pleasure of seeing his muscled back curve from the base of 
his neck to the onset of his asscrack. Too soon, to my way of 
wishing, he was again standing and counting his financial 
windfall. 


| wasn’t really convinced that he hadn't just fed me a line of 
bullshit to bilk me out of my spare cash, like my brother so 
often did.; Jorge had never gone so far, though, as to offer 
masturbation lessons (| might have endured him better if 
he had). | wouldn’t have cared about this particular money 
loss if Stud-at-the-Tr ee decided to run off with it; | would 
have cared that the sheer pleasure of my seeing him do 
more of what he was so obviously good at doing turned out 
to be short-lived after all. 


“My, but you are a gracious patron, ” he said. The money 
counted and folded, he tucked it behind him and secured it 
within the obviously tight crack of his ass (for safe 
keeping?). My money suddenly getting up-close-and- 
personal shit-stained by his asshole was so erotic a thought 
that my dick gushed an overflow of natural pre-cum 


lubricant. “I’m going to really have to pull out all of the 
stops to give you your money’s worth, aren’t |?” 


My cock had swollen into an uncomfortable impasse within 
my quickly-getting-messy underpants. | wanted to shift it to 
a less painful position, but | didn’t 12 
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want to call his attention to it. Not that it needed any 
additional cal/ling-attention-to. 


“You know, you can pull out that obviously big boner of 
yours and follow along?” he invited. “We can make this the 
school of /-lead-and-you-follow. ” 


| was tempted. However, the idea of his suddenly changing 
his mind about doing what he said he was going to do, 
opting instead to come at me in order to beat the shit out of 
this spoiled grandee Peeping Tom from the castle and my 
subsequent making a break for it and trying to run away 
with my hard cock sticking from the crotch of my trousers 
and leading the way, decided me to keep my hard cock right 
where it was. “I’m fine, muchas gracias.” 


“Suit yourself. | suppose that way will make this seem even 
less queer, which is fine by me.” 


He leaned against the trunk of the tree in pretty much the 
same way I'd originally found him. This time, though, his 
muscled ass smashed more securely against the bark, likely 
to keep his newly-acquired-cache of money from slipping 
free of his asscrack. 


“First off,” he said, fisting his dick with his right hand, “any 
guy seriously out to enjoy strangling his monkey should 
picture himself not really alone but with some really hot 


senorita or senora who has a wet cuntie just waiting to 
swallow his big sausage on down to his balls and chew it to 
creamy ejaculation. 


Think you can picture that?” 


Actually, | couldn’t. But, | cou/d picture myself alone with 
the shirtless studly American movie star whose picture, in 
the back pocket of my pants, was getting damp from close 
proximity to my hot-and-getting-hotter sweaty ass. 


“Presently, for instance, I’m thinking of Maguetta,” he said. 
“I was thinking of her when you found me, my dick spitting 
its first hello. | woke up this morning, all hot and horny, 
thinking of her, and looking forward to letting my dick once 
again sample all of the many wonders her cunt can perform. 
Only to find out, my young man, and be prepared for this 
very same major set-back to 13 
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occur in even your aristocratic sex-life with the ladies, that 
the object of my desire was on the rag. Maguetta offered, as 
she usually does at such times, to suck me off. She 
volunteered to provide a hand-job, or to let me screw the 
deep cleavage between her large titties. She even 
suggested | might like to cock-drill her asshole. But I’m a 
cunt-man, buddy. I’ve yet to find a woman who can do 
better at getting me off than | can get myself off unless she 
brings her twat into play. So, here | am. Here you are. Here 
we both are. And, I’m telling you that a vital part of any 
good sex with yourself is imagining that you’re having good 
sex with someone else.” 


His fist began a long and languid stroking of his stiff dick. Up 
and back. 


Up and down. On each upward slide, his loose outer 
cockskin rode more solid inner cockcore to hood his pulpy 
cockhead. On each downward slide, the same loose skin 
peeled away to present his blood-swollen cockhead in all its 
regal splendor. 


“Hmmm,” he hummed. 


| actually thought | felt those musical vibrations running 
back and forth along the hard inches of my concealed dick. 


“In my mind,” he continued and shut his eyes, “my cock is 
now inside her, amigo, and it feels so damned...damned... 
damned...good. You go ahead and pretend your cock is up 
there, too. | promise | won’t be jealous. Then, again, a cock 
as big as mine and a cock as big as yours, same time up 
Maguetta’s tight pussy, might push those crammed sexual 
quarters all out shape or even do some serious damage. So, 
just pick a favorite cunt of your very own. Then, after you’ve 
started beating your meat all regular-like, try to add a bit of 
variation to your pumping. Like so.” 


His fisted fingers twisted along the length of his dick, so that 
when the loose skin came on up and over, the resulting 
snout was corkscrewed and stayed that way until his fat 
cockhead again pushed on through. 
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“Or, how about jacking this way?” His hand slid up his dick 
and palm-sheathed the tip of his erection, his sheathing 
fingertips tugging at the neck of his cock while the center of 
his palm grew messy with pre-cum poked to it. 


“Or...” His hand slid to grip his dick so that his cockback was 
held by the reversed palm of his hand. His pushed-down 
boner aimed directly at me, as if positioned for canon-fire. 


“Or, if one hand is always good, why aren’t two hands 
better?” His left hand swooped upward from beneath his 
dick to clamp his phallic pole and join in the pumping 
already commenced by his other fist. “Or, any variation 
thereof.” 


Both hands opened but kept his dick locked firmly between 
them. His right hand turned right and downward, his left 
hand turned left and upward; both hands curled the sides of 
his big dick in parenthesis. His thumbs overlapped atop 
cockback, his fingers entwined over his cockbelly. He 
returned to a steady and strong pump...pump...oump...of 
his erection. 


“And, when you’re lucky enough to have as big a dick as | 
have, and as big a dick as the bulge in your pants suggests 
you have, you can even go at it climb-the-pole fashion.” His 
hands unlocked, and his left hand slid above his right; both 
fists aligned, one ahead of the other, still stroking in 
tandem. 


| was made more and more breathless by his performance. | 
was taking short intakes of air, but none, alone or in 
combination, adequately filled my lungs. | felt dizzy. My legs 
threatened to collapse beneath me. As for my dick...it was 
Swimming the ocean of pre-cum that was messing the inside 
of my underwear and probably soaking through the denim 
of my Levi’s crotch. 


“But by way of cluing you in on the one-and-only-real way 
you'd want to go with your own dick, if you can...and I’m 
showing you this only because you’re such a generous guy, 


with possibly a big-enough-dick-for-this, and who may not 
yet have lost the necessary flexibility or who can, with 
practice, still possibly get the necessary flexibility back...you 
can always do this.” 
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He bent forward at his waist and, although his shock of blue- 
black hair tumbled forward (shit! damn!) to conceal the 
deed, | was shocked as all hell to realize he’d likely put his 
mouth to his cockhead. 


“Jesus!” | exclaimed in shock, wonder, and appreciation. | 
was already wondering if /could ever manage to fuck my 
cock into my mouth and how soon /'d be able to try. 


“How about a better view?” he suggested. 


| didn’t see his mouth move, because, even when his head 
had swung back up to release his cock, I’d stayed focused 
on his dick left weaving and wet by his self-sucking of it. He 
didn’t wait for my, yes, please, but turned sideways to me 
and to the tree behind him. 


Again, he went down and, this time, | saw his ovaled lips 
anchor to the tip of his dick and hold there. His hands 
dropped down his flanks and hooked to the backs of his 
thighs to provide the additional leverage that slid his mouth 
along his dick even farther. Eventually, to my disbelief and 
extreme sexual arousal, his mouth burrowed within the dark 
pubic hair on his lower belly, his cock completely 
disappeared, his compacting scrotum flush against his 
upper lip and poked by his nose. Rather than just pull up 
and off, this time, he commenced a series of head bounces 


that, faster and faster, fucked his cock in and out of his 
mouth until... 


“Ahhh!” 


In a long but muffled exhalation of air and dick, his face 
came up and off, but not so quickly as to miss getting struck 
by one audible splat of soupy cum that soon drooled his 
chin. Follow-up comets of his pearly goo commenced a 
nacre shower as beautiful and wondrous as any marble 
fountain. His cock pulsed and exploded, pulsed and 
exploded, pulsed... 


| left him, there, quickly; | was in a full run. Not because | 
wouldn’t have liked sticking around and taking in anything 
more he had to offer — although coming up with anything to 
top what he’d just managed seemed highly unlikely. 
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| ran, because I’d ejaculated about one and the same time 
his second squirt of jism exploded from his erection. | 
carried in my pants enough cum to float Noah’s ark. 


| hadn’t a clue as to how my new friend would react to my 
being so queer as to have climaxed purely from watching 
him. Of more concern, though, was how the wet in my pants 
would soon start to show, providing fodder for all sorts of 
questions as to how and why it got that way. | needed to 
shower and definitely change into clean underpants and 
pants. 


Halfway in my scared-rabbit mad rush to the castle 
embankment, | was furious for not having made 
arrangements for more instructions, or repeats (just to make 


sure I’d gotten them right the first time). | looked back, but 
I'd already lost sight of him behind the gnarly trees; cum 
leaked the leg-band of my shorts and slowly ran down the 
inside of my left thigh. 


| was in excellent physical condition, but my return to the 
castle wasn’t easily achieved. The defensive embankment 
between me and the small gated entrance was a climb that 
required a mountain-goat scramble. Usually, at such times, | 
wondered how men had attempted the same climb in battle 
armor and carrying weapons. This day, | wondered whether 
my (| was, indeed, covetous) Naked-stud-at-the-tree was, 
even then, whipping his dick to yet another climax and 
thinking of Maguetta (and/or thinking of me)? A backward 
glance provided me with a God’s-eye view of chemical- 
retarded treetops but not of the beautiful cock-pounding 
man hidden somewhere beneath them. 


Once convinced I was not going to spot any trace of my 
Master of Masturbation still within (or maybe not) the oak 
grove in the distance behind me, | opened the gate, went 
through it, and quickly managed the few steps of flagstone 
patio before the dimness on the other side. 


| literally collided with my brother. Think baseball bounced 
off beach ball. 


Momentarily, | was airborne. | hit the gate that | had — 
thank God! — 


remembered to close behind me. My ass slid to patio stone. 
17 
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Blubber-butt stood over me like he had so often in the past. 
“So, this is where you've gotten your little shitty ass off to,” 
he said, as if he’d solved some long-lost mystery, like the 
whereabouts of the Holy Grail. 


Even though | had the wind knocked out of me, | struggled 
to my feet. 


More and more often, by then, I’d taken every advantage to 
exhibit how | was growing every damned day and would 
soon no longer be quite so conveniently vulnerable. 


“No shit, genius!” | congratulated the success of his one- 
blubber-butt-brother search party. There was a time | was 
less cocky in fear he’d whack me hard and fast along side of 
the head. 


“I find myself needing some money,” he said as if | were the 
obliging manager of his personal bank; which, in the past, | 
pretty much had been. 


A picture worth a thousand words, | turned out all of the 
pockets. | wanted this over and done as quickly as possible. 
If the pre-cum and cum webbing my dick in the crotch of my 
pants seeped through the denim of my Levi’s, | shuddered 
at what Jorge would make of it. | already noticed, and hoped 
he didn’t, that the lining of my pockets were noticeably 
damp. 


“So, where did you hide it,” he wanted to know. “You got 
your allowance, just like | did.” 


“I told dad to invest it for me, this week, just so | wouldn’t 
have any cash available when your fat ass came asking.” 
Asking was a misnomer, but | could lie with the best of 
them. 


My successful outmaneuvering of him, accomplished by 
ducking out of sight and fleeing beneath the overhang of his 
belly, gave me full access to the tunnel. 


“Watch out for the ghost!” he called after. “I saw him on my 
way through. 


Dark-complexioned, ebony hair, deathly dark eyes, bone- 
white teeth...” 


For just a brief moment, | thought, by his thrown-away 
description that my fat brother may have had binoculars 
focused on the Nakead-stud-at-the-tree 18 
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while that guy and his dick had performed for my benefit. 
Except, had that been the case, Jorge would have taken 
advantage (blackmail?) far faster than was then and there 
the case. 


“If | see him, l'Il send him back for you,” | shouted over my 
shoulder. 


Either | was getting far faster, or Jorge’s additional lard (he 
seemed to get fatter and fatter each day), was slowing him 
down more and more. 


If, just briefly, in my run through subterranean corridors, | 
thought — just once — | caught a fleeting glimpse, within 
the deep shadows, of the handsome guy from the oak 
grove, even felt goose bumps run the lengths of my arms, 
and stiffen the hairs on the back of my neck, and begin a re- 
hardening of my cock, as a direct result, | simultaneously 
knew that the stud couldn’t have gotten there before me; | 
recognized my mental conjuration of him as nothing more 


nor less than the power of suggestion (Jorge’s) combined 
with wishful thinking (mine). 


When I reached my bedroom, I shut the door and locked it 
behind me. | breathed an audible sigh of relief. The denim 
crotch of my pants was finally and definitely gone dark from 
inside-out spermal seepage but now, no one was ever going 
to see it, or know it for what it was, but me. 


| stripped off all damning proof of my oak-grove liaison, the 
insides of my discarded pants and underpants visibly 
webbed with my goo. | hid the incriminating evidence in the 
very back corner of my closet where | had all intentions of 
personally retrieving it later and washing it. 


| turned on the shower. The castle had all the conveniences 
of modern plumbing, seen to by my father in the days when 
he was still besotted by my mother and still excited about 
being an American who owned a bona-fide Spanish castle. 


While my initial intention in bathing was merely to wash 
away the mess that smeared me, | was soon sidetracked by 
my soapy hands, on my suddenly soapy cock and balls, 
combined with my recollection of one very handsomely 
naked stud beating his meat for me in the oak grove. 
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| jacked off once, then twice. The result was an abused prick 
that, for the first time since the first time, ended up 
monstrously puffy and slug-like swollen within the 
parenthesizing nest of my pubic hair. This time, though, | 
wasn’t worried. 


Again looking and feeling presentable, | was, admittedly, 
almost immediately drawn back down the escarpment and 
into the oak grove. 


| didn’t find the handsome naked stud, cock in hand, who I’d 
hoped to find waiting for me. What | did find, surprisingly, 
was a wad of folded money in exact amount to what I’d paid 
the guy in question (inadvertently dropped?) in a crumpled 
little pile at the base of the tree trunk against which the guy 
had so sexily leaned and masturbated. 


Lovingly, | put the money to my nose and sniffed. Did | 
expect the aroma of shit, transferred from his cupping 
asscrack to the discarded bills? If anything, the money, like 
a good deal of the surrounding swampy countryside, 
smelled ever-so-slightly of sulfur. 


* OK OOK OX 


The first time / was ever offered money for sex was aS a 
sophomore at Universidad de Espana en Madrid. | was bored 
at one of the informal beginning-of-term social events that 
introduced and reintroduced students to the faculty, and 
vice-versa. I’d just ladled myself a cup of sangria by way of 
possible pick-me-up (little suspecting the kind of pick-me-up 
that would be proposed). 


| figured, without turning, that whomever was suddenly and 
obviously up beside me was just another bored-out-of-his- 
gourd someone mistakenly thinking that the weak red-wine 
concoction would provide him the-liquid reinforcement 
necessary for surviving the ongoing ordeal. 
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“Why don’t you and | head on off to my quarters where you 
can fuck my ass until the cows come in?” this guy whispered 
directly into my left ear; his tickling breath smelled 
deliciously of chocolate. 


“The cows are out, are they?” | had high hopes of salvaging 
the evening, by possibly taking advantaging of his offer, 
having long ago come out at the university, but they were 
dashed when | got my first really good look at him. 


“I’m definitely not your type, am I?” He hit the proverbial 
nail right on its proverbial head. 


“A mind-reader, are you?” He wasn’t exactly troll-ugly or 
Methuselah-old, but he certainly wasn’t drop-dead 
handsome nor anywhere below the age of fifty. I'd seen him 
in the hallways before, a professor of obscure Fifteenth- 
Century literature or some such thing, but I'd paid him little 
mind and saw little desire, then and there, to do otherwise. 


“Ah!” He did have a pleasant smile, but there was nothing 
about it, or his left-cheek dimple, or his admittedly full head 
of salt-and-pepper hair, or his full lips, or his smallish nose, 
that indicated any of those had ever, even in his younger 
years, provided aesthetically pleasant viewing. “You 
obviously have me confused with my dear friend Professor 
Paolo del Cruz. Who is into all things mind-reading, extra- 
sensory-perceptive, not to mention ghosties, and ghoulies, 
and things that go bump in the night. Of course, he’d 
definitely be interested in sex with you, but only after you 
graduated to his chain-me-up-and-beat-me-silly arena of 
expertise.” 


“I think l'Il pass on Professor del Cruz, too.” | Saw no need to 
be totally nasty to someone who, after all, found me 
attractive, even if his feelings weren’t reciprocated. Unlike 


some paranoid straight men, I’d long ago learned that a 
polite refusal can go a long ways; gay lust is no more 
uncontrollable than the vanilla heterosexual variety. 


“Do please take a moment to reconsider.” He was more 
persistent than most. Rejection after all was rejection, and 
once-rejected people, especially those 21 
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who seemed to accept the polite fact that they weren’t 
someone’s type, usually obliged by beating a sorry-about- 
that- hasty retreat. “If you don’t start nurturing your 
adventurous spirit, Wayne Hernandez Mata (the Wayne the 
concession to my American father, made by my Spanish 
aristocratic mother, by way of carrying on the name of 
pater s great grandfather, Wayne Dickens Cyther), you’re 
going to lose it and lose out on a helluva lot of pleasure and 
enjoyment. How fun can it be, in the long run, to be forever 
narcissistically bedding your mirror-images?” He raised an 
index finger to his lips to keep me from interrupting. 


“Okay, not mirror- images, but whatever is it that you 
beautiful people do together in bed, what with both of you 
laid back, hands behind your heads, big dicks on display, 
waiting for the other to come and worship at your phallic 
shrine? How much bloody wasted time in sorting out the 
pecking order on that Mt. Olympus on which you all live!” 


At which, | did have to smile, just a bit. | had to admit that a 
lot of attractive people, myself included, possessed do-me- 
now-and-we-just-may-get-arouna-to-you-later mentalities. 


“It’s the unattractive guys /ike I, attracted to the stunners 
like you, who have to make damned sure we have more 
than just the money initially paid out for your services to 
keep you coming ( and coming) back for more.” 


“Did you just offer me money?” 


“Sure | did, if that’ll get you into my bed the first time. 
Getting you back for seconds will be no problem. Once you 
have your big dick up my prestidigitator ass — and | do hear 
your dick is a big one — you'll be so caught up in the magic 
that you'll even stop shutting your eyes tightly and trying to 
imagine me someone far better looking than | am.” 


“Believe me when | tell you that I’m surprised you haven't 
heard that | already have more money than | need.” 


“No one can be toorich or too thin,” he said, his smile gone 
wider, his face no more attractive for the additional 
revealing of exceptionally white teeth. “I 22 
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forget who said that. Some American heiress | should 
imagine. As for your money, well, yes, there certainly is 
enough of it, as I’ve very well heard. What I’ve, also, heard, 
of course, is that you’ve very smartly tied up the vast 
majority of it in investments that, in the short run, seems to 
leave you, more often than not, a little strapped for cash. A 
little supplemental income just might help you better 
manage any kind of overdraft on your allotted allowance for 
this month.” 


He blatantly mentioned a monetary figure that had me 
Shaking my head, and not because the sum wasn’t 
substantial — quite the contrary. “Not to question your 
word, but I think it highly unlikely you can afford that on a 
professor’s salary.” 


“Ah, my handsome young man, surely you don’t assume 
that you’re the only one who ever ended up with an 
enormous trust fund. Much of my family still has Valencia 


oranges and olives coming out of its collection ass, not to 
mention the revenue there-from. That | selected the halls of 
academia, and the luscious fruit to be harvested herein 
(among which you may consider yourself), as opposed to 
the fruit of the orchards, is merely the result of my having, 
quite early, realized my sexual preference was for attractive 
and well-turned-out university types and not sweaty 
itinerate pickers.” 


His name was Professor Alejandro (ca// me Alex) Turpendo 
Lucano Selendoreso de Lorez. 


During our short walk to Ca//-Me-Alex’s lodgings, | had 
second thoughts. 


The Professor didn’t get any better looking, and | was about 
to become a no-show for a tentative hook-up I’d made 
earlier with one of the tru/y beautiful people. 


His two-stories of rooms were impressive. They were cost-a- 
lot roomy, with high ceilings, and banks of windows that 
provided city and campus views (depending upon which 
window one was looking out of at the time). Although | 
wasn’t familiar with any of the paintings on the walls, they 
had obviously not been executed by some street artist, and 
there were a lot of them; some were 23 
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abstract, some landscapes, some still-lifes, and a couple 
were well-executed portraits of possible ancestors within 
Alex’s long-line of orange-and-olive producing de Lorezes. 


There were at least six identical antique chairs, burr walnut, 
Shaped backrests, drop-in seats; a trio of matching antique 

chests of drawers, walnut, three short and long drawers on 

bun feet; half a dozen antique mirrors, all Venetian, all 


Shaped panes, all with two scrolling candle arms; enough 
Chinese, French, German, and English porcelain to stock and 
provide overflow for a store. 


“The master bedroom is upstairs,” Alex interrupted my 
informal taking of inventory. “If you'd like to head on up 
there and use the facilities, l'Il freshen up in the guest 
bedroom down here and join you shortly.” 


| walked plush oriental carpets on floors and stairs. The 
bedroom was big and filled with more stuff, including a 
French bedroom suite that outshone the one in the master 
bedroom of the castle; any antique dealer would have been 
covetously drooling. 


The master bathroom was a narcissist’s wet-dream, all 
mirrors and gold-gilt plumbing, with Jacuzzi, toilet, bidet, 
trio-sink washstand, and glass-enclosed ten power-jet 
shower stall. | dried on one of several towels draped over 
two heating bars. | by-passed one of the two plush and 
monogrammed terry-cloth robes to wrap my midsection 
with another towel. | left my discarded clothes in a pile 
behind me and returned to the bedroom. 


Alex wasn’t yet there but someone (Alex?) had thrown back 
the heavily quilted black-silk bedspread and folded back the 
black-silk sheets. | picked the side of the bed nearest me, 
approached, dropped my towel, and climbed on in. 


| tried thinking of some really handsome and naked stud by 
way of coaxing my reluctant dick into some kind of glad-to- 
see-you-Alex stiffness. At first, my fantasy was Timolo, the 
fellow student | might have met up with, that night, if I’d not 
been detoured. When my cock didn’t respond fast enough to 
that mental stimulus, | changed to imagining the never-fail- 
to-harden-my-dick 24 
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nakedness and obliging masturbation of the straight guy in 
the oak grove, beneath the rear castle wall, when | was 
younger, more inexperienced, and... 


Alex appeared in the doorway, wearing a duplicate robe to 
the two I'd left in the bathroom. His hair was damp from his 
shower and, no longer combed with precision, had 
converted to decidedly flattering ringlet-maze that still 
didn’t convert toad into prince. 


“You continue to have second thoughts, of course,” he said 
and smiled. 


Maybe he wasn’t Alejandro Turpendo Lucano Selendoreso de 
Lorez at all but that into-reading-your-mind professor friend 
of his he’d mentioned earlier. 


“Been playing with your dick, have you?” Was the place 
wired, then? “Been thinking, Hey, l'Il make this guy feel 
better by showing him that he does turn me on?” 


“I haven’t even touched my dick,” | lied. Hey, | can be as 
kind and considerate as the next guy! “And look.” | 
smoothed the top sheet over my lower belly, the outline of 
my respectably stiff dick even more evident.” 


“I’m flattered by your attempt at /et’s-pretend, but you 
needn't spare my feelings by hiding the fact that you’ve 
been fucking your hand. You could greet me with your dick 
limp as a noodle, and | guarantee I’d have it standing tall in 
no time. By the way, | can’t tell you how happy | am that the 
rumors of your big cock are true. Not that | wouldn’t have 
provided you a good time had you been hung like a mouse, 
but nothing gets me more turned on than a really big dick 
crammed really deep up my ass.” 


Okay, Alex was still nothing to write home about, but his 
talking dirty did provide additional starch to my maybe- 
already-hard-enough-to-fuck-his-ass erection. 


He dropped his robe and revealed pale skin, chest and belly 
covered with salt-and-pepper hair and a crotch bushed with 
more of the same. His dick, six inches at most, projected, 
walnut-headed, upward and outward. His balls, admittedly 
more impressive, were hung low, pendulum-like, and 
flapped audibly against his hairy thighs as he came to the 
bed and crawled in. My dick 25 
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lost whatever additional stiffness it had so recently acquired 
as the result of his talking dirty. 


| told myself, this really isn’t going to work for me. This, 
Surprisingly, turned out to be one tremendously large and 
monstrously glaring lie. 


Professor Alejandro Turpendo Lucano Selendoreso de Lorez 
hadn’t been idly boasting when he’d bragged his proficiency 
in bed. Even before | got around to testing the veracity of 
his you-won’t-believe-the-pleasure-of-fucking-my-acrobatic- 
ass, he had me moaning and groaning like a jaded street 
hustler finally not having to fake it. 


His mouth, throat, tongue, and teeth, were so bloody skillful 
at whipping my cock into prime boner-shape that | was 
reluctant as hell to surrender all they offered for any just- 
supposedly superior pleasures existent within the funky 
confines of his hairy and pale-white ass. | said as much — 
“Come, on, baby, let me cum in your mouth!” — when | 
intuitively sensed that he’d finished priming me and was 
about to pull away to substitute what only he assumed at 
the moment was going to get me hotter. 


If | made a concentrated effort, and | did, to keep his face 
moving up and down along the entire length of my suddenly 
never-before-been-harder large cock, he’d obviously been 
on cocks, like mine, before, and got the T-shirt, burned it, 
tossed the ashes. Despite my wishes to the contrary, and 
efforts to stop it from happening, he expertly disengaged his 
head from my crotch with the ease of a professional athlete 
who wrestled a rank amateur. | was hard-pressed to realize 
my wrists were clamped tightly by his hands that proved far 
stronger and more forceful than their initial seeming 
delicacy had foretold. 


“Easy, easy.” No longer a wrestler, he’d metamorphosed 
into animal trainer determined to sooth my savage beast. 


Reflexively, my hips bucked to fuck my dick back and forth 
within a sensuously intoxicating mouth and throat that were 
no longer wrapped around 26 
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it. So hyped was | that | was actually able to derive sexual 
pleasure in fucking the thin air that simultaneously cooled 
and evaporated the spit he’d left on my dick. 


| wanted to fucking climax! The bastard had brought me to 
the very brink of ejaculation but hadn’t pushed me over or 
allowed me to jump on my own. My balls were frustratingly 
blue with their overabundance of primed cum unable to 
make the journey upward along my unsheathed cock and 
out the fish-out-of-water pulsing miniature mouth that 
punctuated the head of my erection. 


“I want to commme!” | baby-wants-his-bottle moaned. 


“You're not going to believe the cum you’re going to come,” 
he promised me. “You're not going to believe how your bull- 


like balls could possibly contain the deluge you’re soon 
going to pump up my tight ass. Just trust me and take some 
deep breaths. You think my mouth and throat made you hot, 
wait until you see what my butt is going to do for you and 
that wondrously monster cock of yours.” 


“Sorry...SOrry...SOrry.” 


| thought | was, right then and there, going to ejaculate after 
all, without his even needing, ever again, to touch my stiff 
and throbbing dick. 


Again, | thought wrong. For not the first time, he 
anticipated. This time he took firm hold of both of my tender 
testicles and squeezed hard. The resulting pain interrupted 
any immediate emptying of my balls. 


“Sweet Jesus!” | bellowed. 


When Alex finally released my manhandled nuts, pleasure 
surprisingly was quick to return to the forefront; this time, 
though, it still wasn’t sufficient to release my still massive 
reservoir of bubbling cum. 


He rolled on top of me. His legs bracketed mine and vised so 
that my cock rested upon my cushioning balls which, in 
turn, rested upon the closed V where my two thighs met. 
This had my genitalia up close up and personal with his 
bush of pubic hair, hairy balls, and stiff dick. His belly 
pressed my belly, his chest against my chest. The thumb- 
tack stiffness of his nipples chafed mine. It 27 
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was fascinating to have such a telescopic visual of this 
man’s wrinkles (at the corners of his eyes and mouth). He 
had a slight scar (crescent-shaped) on his left temple. He 


had a small mole (perfectly round) just to the left of his 
nose. 


His nostrils flared. His lips parted in a wide smile. He said, 
“Oh, my very young and very handsome man, | don’t think 
you yet have the slightest clue as to the pleasures you’ve 
let yourself in for.” 


| was surprised that none of it was a turn-off. Quite to the 
contrary, if my hard cock-only-getting-harder was any 
indication. His skin was surprisingly soft and supple for 
someone his age; at least | assumed it was, having so little 
experience with skin so old. It was warm, too, and not in the 
least clammy or cool as I'd initially expected of something 
SO pale. 


He reared into a kneeling position. His back carried with it 
our covering sheet. His surprisingly firm ass came to rest in 
a sitting position just below my cock and my balls. My hands 
automatically clamped his knees. 


Suddenly, there was something aesthetically pleasing about 
the contrast my darker flesh provided his paleness. 


“Your willingness to be adventuresome is about to be 
rewarded,” he said. 


His fingertips drifted from my jugular notch to the spot on 
my belly nearest my abdominally pillowed cockhead, 
actually bringing me chills and not from being cold. “Not to 
brag, but | once had professional rent-boy cream before he 
even got his dick completely placed inside my talented 
asshole.” 


“I'll do my best to last longer,” | promised, thinking his talk 
likely idle boasting. Oh, well, | had been disappointed 
before, and he was right in one thing. There was something 


uniquely erotic for me in this new experience. My dick was 
hard and was staying that way: proof-positive that none of 
what happened so far was so distasteful that | needed to 
pack my dick and go home. 


In fact, | was so curious as to whether he somehow 
artificially colored the intense pinkness of his nipples that | 
reached up and pinched one, thinking 28 
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rouge might come off on my fingertips. None did, and he 
groaned his obvious pleasure at my (unexpected?) 
participation. 


Rather pleased with myself and the reaction I’d precipitated 
(rather, as if I'd petted an ugly cat, out of sheer pity, and 
elicited an appreciative purr), | obliged him further by 
running my hand from his nipple to the center of his chest, 
down his smooth-sided pectoral cleavage to his navel. He 
actually trembled, which inspired me to fist his erect dick. 


“Ohhh, fucking shit!” He was obviously just as surprised as | 
was to see his first shot of sticky cum launched as far as my 
neck where it puddled, followed abruptly by several more 
wet pools that trailed my belly, and laid lace-like strings of 
nacre across my pubic hair. 


“Oh-oh,” | said, suspecting that whatever additional fun and 
games he’d proposed were now moot. The usual aftermath 
of ejaculation for a man his age, | always suspected, was go- 
away-please-and-let-me-sleep. Strangely enough, | wasn’t 
nearly as pleased by that happening as I thought | would be. 


Amazing, though, how many misconceptions one can have 
as regards something about which one doesn’t have a clue. 


“Not so easily are you going to get off for money paid, my 
young could-well-have-the-talent-to-be-a-professional-call- 
boy-hustler stud,” he said. “Although thank-you very much 
for providing a pleasant surprise for this jaded old soul who 
so seldom can be surprised any more. There’s nothing, here, 
that can’t be put back on track by my taking your big cock 
up my ass. No matter what anyone might say, there’s 
nothing quite so arousing as a really big cock, like your 
really big cock, sliding inside any tight asshole, in general, 
and inside my tight asshole, in particular.” 


Could he, at his age, still have a really tight asshole? | 
doubted it. But, hey, I’d been so often wrong, by then, | 
wasn’t going to rule out the possibility, as fantastic as it 
very well seemed. 
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He came up higher on his knees and shuffled them along 
my body until his ass hung directly over my bal/s-gone-wet- 
with-his-cum. His dick drooled cream left behind when his 
cock fired its soermal rockets a few moments before. One 
translucent thread stretched from his cockmouth to my 
midsection before it broke, somewhere in its middle, and 
sent pieces of wet flying wildly like ends of a taut cable 
suddenly snapped. 


My hands went to his thighs and slid as far as his hipbones. 
Mine was an erotic view up his legs to his balls to his sticky 
dick to his belly to his chest to his neck to his face suddenly 
a tad more handsome than | remembered it. His hair fell 
boyishly forward over his forehead, almost to his eyes, as he 
torqued his torso slightly, reached down behind him, and 
took hold of my cock. 


No denying the electricity that jolted my suddenly gripped 
penis and the rest of my cum-splattered body. My cock had 
gone so stiff that his pull on it, to hoist it to flagpole 
position, had me momentarily thinking it would snap off. 


Instead, its head passed through the inner curves of his 
buttcheeks and slotted the puckered hole of his rectum. 


| thought his would be a slow and easy slide down over my 
primed erection, but when he came down, he was hard and 
fast. My cock disappeared inside of him, from my pre-cum 
leaking cockhead to my thigh-supported balls (ouch!), ina 
mere fraction of a second. Reflexively, | punctuated with an 
uplift of my hips that couldn’t possibly have inserted any 
more of my dick than was already there. 


My mouth opened and shut like a fish out of water. 


Had he or his asshole been less skillful, | would have shot 
my wad, then and there; all ecstasy, previously diluted by 
his having grabbed and squeezed my balls, was back and 
then some. As it was, the whole length of his rectum relaxed 
around my poking dick and momentarily dissipated all 
friction. For the moment, it was as if | were back to fucking 
empty air. 
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“Breathe deeply,” he instructed, “and stay still. We don’t 
want two too-hasty comes if we don’t have to, do we?” 


“Ahhh...ahhh...hhh,” was about all | could manage. If his 
anal slot had momentarily relaxed its strangle-hold on my 
dick, my cock was still a rocket precariously close to blast- 
off. 


Again, he took matters into his own hands — literally — by 
reaching beneath his butt and taking my two nuts for 
another squeeze. My already-blue-from-frustration testicles 
almost didn’t respond in the way he (as I?) wanted. The 
additional stimulus of pain, for just a brief moment, actually 
enhanced my pleasure to provide me with the epiphany of 
how some people might, yes, prefer sado-masochism for 
sexual fun and games. 


“Shit!” | pressed my head back into the bed, my eyes shut, 
and breathed— 


deeply. 


“Now, then,” Alex said. His asshole closed in gently, like 
rubber against fragile glass. “Shall we proceed?” 


The lining of his butt began this incredible massage of my 
cock, as if caterpillars walked my submerged erection. 
Thinking | imagined it, so unique was the sensation, | 
opened my eyes, and his eyes told me his asshole was 
doing just what it seemed to be doing. 


“And this is the lower end of the repertoire my talented 
bung-hole has in store,” he said. He sat stationary on and 
over my erect cock, his insides doing all that wondrousness 
being done. Who would have ever guessed, certainly not l, 
that such excruciating pleasure existed inside someone so 
physically unattractive; an older someone too boot? “Does 
make you want to come back for more, doesn’t it?” 


“More, now, please,” | said. 


“Well, since you ask so nicely.” The fuck of his butt 
commenced with what would terminate in an orgasm by me 
of such magnitude that | doubted I’d survive it. 
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His asshole vibrated, jerked, throbbed, pulsed, slipped, slid, 
corkscrewed, cascaded, mashed, smashed, pulled, pushed, 
grabbed, released, chewed, munched, ground, petted, 
caressed, tortured, soothed, coaxed, begged, demanded, 
and commanded my exploding dick. 


No doubt, enhanced by my having so often been brought to 
the orgasmic brink by him, only to be pulled back from it, | 
truly believed my fire-hose squirted cum was launching Alex 
completely off me and spray-locking him against the ceiling. 
Which, of course, it wasn’t, as his pleased expression gave 
evidence when | came back to reality to find him still firmly 
seated on my admittedly softening cock. 


* OK OKO 


Alex still hadn’t shown me his complete anal repertoire 
almost a year later. 


He kept paying me the same fee, every time. | no longer 
deemed it necessary, in fact figured | should be paying him, 
but the way we had begun things and continued them 
seemed to work so well for the both of us—he had the 
money to spare, | delighted my financial guardians by not 
asking them to approve bank overdrafts—that neither of us 
suggested we change it. 


| was just back from another session with Alex when | found 
the fat blob of my brother sitting on the stoop, waiting. His 
right arm was ominously in a sling. Not a pleasant ending to 
an otherwise very pleasant evening, believe me. | had 
assumed that I’d seen the last of him for a very long time 
when he’d begged and I’d approved his moving back into 


the far-removed-from-Madrid (more importantly, far- 
removed-from-me) Castillo del Balneario which was still in 
the family and still maintained by a trust set up by my 
father. It would remain in the family, too, until Alex and | 
mutually agreed to sell it. 


“What a surprise!” | made it sound just as not-good as it 
was. 
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“I’m not up to guessing games...” | was going to conclude 
brother, but | simply couldn’t admit any blood connection 
with this sorry excuse for a man. 


“Who the hell is Chavez Ramerez?” 


“The ghost at the castle who stabbed me,” he filled in the 
blank. 


“Ah, your conquistador has a name and a knife, these days, 
does he?” 


* OK OK Ok 


“Wouldn’t it just be easier to pay your Professor Paolo del 
Cruz?” | wasn’t comfortable in my Alex-supplied S&M gear 
(black leather cross-torso straps, black leather codpiece, 
black leather pants, black leather English riding boots). 


“He’s not my Professor Paolo del Cruz, and you are paying 
him, my dear young man. That’s what this black leather is 
all about.” 


“I meant pay him with good old fashioned money, lucre, 
dinero. Besides which, this all somehow makes me feel 
unfaithful to you.” 


“What you and | share, my young love, is as much up here,” 
he said and pointed to his forehead, “as it is down here” — 
he pointed to his crotch. What we share will be none the 
less, because of this, and Paolo will be a far happier camper, 
this way, believe me.” He has so many people paying him 
for his input, these days, what with his new reality television 
show and all, he just may have earned, on his very own, 
more money than you and | have inherited. He’s very 
selective about with whom he privately consults these 
days.” 


He put me at arms’ length and critically eyed me, like an 
artist examined a piece of his artwork for flaws only he 
might see. 


“He'll cream just getting his first view of you and your 
muscles gift-wrapped in leather for him,” he judged. “Go do 
us proud.” 


He helped me on with a black leather jacket and walked me 
to the cab. 
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At the other end of my short ride, Professor del Cruz, except 
for his tweeds, looked nothing like a stereotypical 
academician. Too young. Too handsome. Too tanned. Light 
sprinkling of freckles across the tops of his cheeks and 
bridge of his nose. Clean shaven. Sand-colored hair. 


| thought | had the wrong address; he didn’t... 


“Wayne Hernandez Mata Cyther, do come in.” 


There was a French guitar, lyre-like, made of bird’s-eye 
maple and ivory, hung on one wall not all that far from a 
French, Renault and Chatelain hurdy-gurdy of mahogany, 
ivory and ebony. 


Professor del Cruz took my coat as | simultaneously 
removed the riding crop from one of its inside pockets. He 
made no comment about my costume, or my whip in hand. 


“He'll act no more surprised than if you wore a Brioni suit 
and carried a walking stick,” said Alex. 


There was a fireplace and a fire in it. Two wing-back chairs 
flanked the hearth. He motioned me into one, and he slid 
cat-like into the other. “Our mutual friend says you have a 
problem with which I may be able to help you,” he said. 


His chocolate brown eyes unabashedly scanned my 
crisscrossed-by-leather well-defined pectorals. 


“Castillo del Balneario has been the seat of my mother’s 
side of the family, on and off, since before Ferdinand and 
Isabella,” | began. Per Alex’s script, | sat with my legs open. 
| rubbed the ridge of my cock with the length of the crop. 


This genuinely had Professor del Cruz’s attention. “My 
maternal grandfather, Don Darold Doulera Mata, was 
brought to selling the castle because of his gambling debts 
and the non-stop extravagances of his only daughter, Anna, 
one day to be my mother; Don Darold Doulera Mata’s wife, 
died in childbirth. The man who ended up buying the castle 
from my grandfather was a rich American, Cain Cyther, who 
fell in love with my mother, married her, and fathered my 
brother and me. Mom and Dad were soon estranged, a lot to 
do with my 34 
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mother’s seeming determination to bankrupt my father as 
she had my grandfather. Divorce was inevitable and being 
discussed by lawyers in one of the New York City World 
Trade Center offices when those buildings came down.” 


“You and your brother jointly willed Castillo del Balneario.” 
Professor del Cruz had been previously well-briefed by Alex. 
“You and your brother, likewise, willed substantial sums of 
cash.” 


“AS well as joint ownership of an El Greco painting, Fra 
Mendoso Panchino. 


And a life size marble sculpture, Cheval Sauvage, by 
Auguste Rodin.” 


“Your brother was recently attacked and stabbed by a castle 
manifestation wearing the Order of Saint Hermengild.” It 
wasn’t a question. 


“Lately determined by my brother to be the ghost of one 
Chavez Ramerez. 


Seemingly not flesh and blood since 1525 when, en route 
back to Spain, from having successfully sacked Aztec gold in 
Mexico, he discovered his lover willingly being buggered by 
another shipmate, both of whom Ramerez killed and, then, 
Jumped ship later to suicide in the swamp below our castle. 
His ghost seemingly taking great exception, especially as of 
late, to sharing space with my brother, Jorge who, it seems, 
has the same name as Ramerez’s couldn’t-keep-his-tight- 
ass-in-his-breeches /over.” 


Professor del Cruz shifted in his chair. His hard-on, a well- 
delineated ridge along his inner left thigh, was evident 


despite the tweedy bagginess of his trousers. “I’m anxious 
to hear more, but | wonder if it will be possible for you to 
hold off your narrative long enough for you to give my ass a 
couple of whacks with your cock-stropped riding crop?” 


“He'll ask,” said Alex, “as nonchalantly as he might ask you 
to pour yourself and him a drink.” 


“Anything is possible, | guess, should you decide to drop 
your drawers and lean over that table by the wall.” 


He stood. | followed suit. 


He removed his jacket. Folded it neatly — lengthwise. Laid it 
over the back of his chair. Unbuttoned and rolled up both of 
his shirt sleeves. 
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| played a staccato beat against my flank with the riding 
crop. 


He walked to one end of the table, faced it, away from me. 
He unbuckled his belt. He unbuttoned his trouser waistband. 
He unzipped. He thumbs-hooked outer and inner pants and 
tugged hard enough for both to cascade to a pool atop his 
feet. 


Professor del Cruz’s revealed naked flesh was stretched taut 
over his firm and well muscled tush, thighs, calves; all 
covered with a fine, almost invisible, strawberry blond down. 


He leaned over the table, extended his arms along its well- 
polished surface and out to the sides. His fingers curled the 


edges. He lifted his head, his cleft chin against the wood, his 
face forward. 


“Just two whacks,” Alex said. “He'll possibly ask for more, 
but don’t spoil him so early in the game.” 


With a wide swinging arm, | put the riding crop firmly to his 
ass with a resulting lightning-strike sound. The vibrations of 
his asscheeks transferred all of the way through my arm, 
through my torso, and into my cock and balls. 


“Wait for the welt,” I’d been instructed. “Sometimes, 
surprisingly enough, it takes a while.” 


| counted slowly from one to ten. It took a count of fifteen— 
neither of us moving—before the pink diagonal streak 
appeared from the top of one asscheek to the bottom of the 
other. 


| crossed the first welt with a second. 


A quarter of a minute later, the second pink (actually red) 
Slash occurred, and Professor del Cruz said, “Another, 
please.” 


“Let’s talk a bit more, first,” | said. | walked back to my 
chair. The riding crop, which | put to my cheek, felt hot from 
contact with his hard ass. 


“He'll leave his shoes and pants behind. Give you a nice 
view of his impressive and erect pink-knobbed pecker.” 


36 


Laura Baumbach, Ally Blue, William Maltese 


His dickhead was sexily pink and its supporting cockneck 
was parenthesized by his shirttails. There was admittedly 
something turn-on about the way he walked, butt-naked to 
his chair, and oh-so-carefully eased his bruised ass into the 
seat cushion. 


“Your brother was until recently in residence at the castle, 
as | understand it?” he said. 


“He only just vacated in favor of hotel accommodations as a 
result of Ramerez stabbing him with the same dirk in the 
portrait my brother was forced by the ghost to paint of the 
ghost. My brother is quite good at portraiture for a 
dilettante.” 


“Spirit-induced automatic painting.” 


“That’s what the two Australian parapsychologists said. You 
ever hear of brother-and-sister duo Frank and Pamela 
Tauper?” 


He shook his head. | found distracting his languid stroking of 
his erection. 


“Don’t let him get away with playing with himself.” 
“You keep fondling your dick, and l'Il give it a whack.” 
“Yes, please.” 


| was up so quickly it surprised even me. My riding-crop to 
the side of his erection was like baseball bat to steel pole. | 
returned to my chair, impressed by his ability to keep from 
vocalizing what had to have been a major pain in his dick. 


“You were saying,” he said, albeit breathlessly. 


“These sibling Aussies were supposedly in Spain to check 
out some other haunted ruin or other. My brother persuaded 
me to call them in for a consult after | checked the 
university library’s Who’s Who in Spook-ville to confirm their 
bona-fides.” 


“And were you impressed they were professionals?” His 
hand was no longer on his cock, but the cobra-like weave of 
his bruised hard-on was just as attention-getting. 


37 
Foreign Boys 


“They certainly came to the castle with all the seemingly 
correct paraphernalia, didn’t they? Tarot cards, which, when 
read by Pamela, kept turning up the Death Card. Then, there 
was the crystal ball that even Pamela had to admit stayed 
cloudy all the while. Several astrological charts, the purpose 
of which I never fully figured out, except that Frank insisted 
Ramerez and my brother had a propensity for dangerous 
liaisons, somehow verified by some kind of alignment 
between Jupiter and Saturn...or, maybe, it was between 
Saturn and Pluto. A dowsing rod. At first, | hadn’t a clue why 
everyone got so excited when it started pointing downward. 
After all, the area around the castle percolates water, 
doesn’t it? The mineral springs are part of the package that 
the present potential buyers are so hot to have. But Pamela 
said...Actually, | guess it was Frank who said...‘ The dowsing 
rod indicates water capable of great healing power, but it’s 
presently channeled for evil.’ 


“I wanted specifics. He said that was all he could provide at 
the moment. 


Specifics, it would seem, take several sessions, and he and 
his sister were headed back to Oz the very next day. He 


recommended we call in some guy from Chicago. Mentioned 
some woman, too. Dr. Karlis somebody. ‘ An American,’ he 
said. ‘ One-time director of the Society of something,’ he 
said. Also, mentioned Graig Watkins. ‘ He does psychical 
research,’ he said.” 


“Dr. Karlis Osis?” 
“Right! Osis. You’ve heard of her, then?” 


“The society of which Mr. Tauper speaks: the Society of 
Psychical Research, New York State.” 


“She helped the Aussies research some haunted house in 
Sydney.” 


“And, it’s Graham, not Graig Watkins.” 


“He having something to do with animals in some 
backwoods Kentucky cabin, right? A dog, a cat, anda 
canary. The animals sensitive to ghosts. The dog barking 
and howling like crazy. The cat’s fur standing on end, and he 
or she meowing and hissing up a storm. The bird flying 
against the bars of its cage until 38 
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it knocked itself silly. All of this before any of the people in 
the cabin had an inkling that some supernatural presence 
waited for them to channel in.” 


“And did you ever see Ramerez at the castle?” 


“No. Well, maybe twice; | wasn’t sure then, I’m not sure now. 
Both times, when | was younger. Once, in the oak grove 
adjoining the castle. Once, in a subterranean corridor 
beneath the castle. On one-and-the-same day.” 


“At least, did you sense his presence — especially recently 
— when there with your brother and/or with the sibling 
psychics?” 


“Whether it was creepy there because | sensed him on his 
ghostly prowl, prepared eventually to go ape-shit and again 
stab my dear ( dear said with great sarcasm) bro, or it was 
creepy merely because everyone with me seemed intent 
upon giving everything his or her own spooky interpretation, 
| can’t say. Frank kept insisting he was locating cold spots 
where | thought there were only chilly drafts. Pamela said 
she smelled ‘gloom and demon-doom from hell,’ and Frank 
and my brother agreed. It just smelled to me suspiciously as 
if the wind wafted over the mineral springs and spread that 
smell, as it sometimes does. Then again, the one bell-tower 
room of the castle was in shambles, and it certainly looked 
as close to the rampages of a demon as any set on The 
Exorcist.” 


“Tell me about the bell-tower room.” His right hand moved 
toward his dick but aborted before touchdown. Instead, he 
pet the arm of his chair. 


“Actually, the castle has four bell-tower rooms, one at each 
corner. The one in question is southwest, which Frank 
informed is demonically significant; although, I’m not sure 
he ever came out and explained just why.” 


“It’s the room in which Ramerez knifed your brother?” 


“During what my brother describes as a regular ghostly 
temper tantrum. 


Ramerez broke furniture. He tore drapes. He shattered 
glass. My brother said there were other voices in the room, 
as well: at times a whole chorus, always totally 
undecipherable, but loud. Blood-like stuff supposedly oozed 


from the ceiling and walls. There were still stains, when | got 
there. Black now, but they 39 
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might have been red at one time. Oh, yes, | guess anything 
in the room that wasn’t nailed down moved, of its own 
accord, at least once, usually to shatter into pieces, via self- 
destruct, or sunburst against one wall or another. Bric-a- 
brac smashed. Bookcases overturned. Pictures askew, 
candlesticks bent, candles melted. My brother insists the 
candles melted without benefit of flame. The real 
conflagration, smoke, and soot, supposedly all came later, 
along with Ramerez threatening to roast my brother alive in 
it.” 


“You saw evidence of this fire?” 


“I saw charred edges of a tapestry, singed wallpaper. | saw 
smoke damage up one corner wall and along the adjoining 
ceiling. About the only two things apparently undisturbed by 
the fire or mayhem were the El Greco painting and the 
Rodin sculpture. Oh, yes, there was a blood scrawled 
message on a fragment of shattered antique mirror: /dae 
drotuoegroj.” 


“Simple example of reverse writing: Jorge out or dead!” 


“And, wasn’t | surprised to learn this apparently wasn’t the 
first time stuff like this has happened to my brother at the 
castle, before and after | was born? 


Either my brother was too embarrassed to mention them to 
me, as he now swears is the case, or he was so into self- 
denial, all these years, that he didn’t remember beyond the 
moments of occurrence. Then, there’s the most likely 
chance that he’s merely lying through his food-filled teeth 


about how at age five, he was supposedly almost knocked 
unconscious by a vase flying from across the room...how a 
scarf, gotten for his tenth birthday party, supposedly 
posthaste strangled him into unconsciousness...how a chair, 
when he was eighteen, supposedly yanked itself out from 
under him...how at twenty-four, he had his bed supposedly 
levitated, him in it...now just last year, our cat, and a 
favorite of my brother supposedly literally flew out a castle 
window, never to be seen again.” 


“The Taupers’ opinion of these revelations?” 
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“My brother should permanently vacate the castle, and he 
and | should be legally rid of it as quickly as possible.” 


“So much information to ingest.” He put his hand to his 
head. 


“It won’t be a headache, only time for you to take the 
initiative. ” 


“Would it be easier for you to think if you’re again 
temporarily laid out along the table?” 


For the first time, | noticed the dimple at the lower left of his 
sensuously full lower lip. 


It was Brit public school assume the position. His arms 
outstretched along the leading edge of the table, his head 
bowed ostrich-style beneath the table. His ass, riding-crop 
branded, seemed particularly vulnerable. 


“Give him two more whacks, but keep the crop clear of the 
X-center. Three blows to the same spot can draw blood, and 
you don’t want him to bleed quite yet.” 


| smacked across his ass, near the small of his back. | 
smacked across his ass, at the bottom, near the backs of his 
thighs. The resulting red-pink designs, of slightly puckered 
butt-flesh, combined with the others. 


“More please,” he said. 


“I do want to give you more,” | said, part of the script. 
“But...” 


“Nothing for free,” he said, his head still ducked under the 
table. 


He unbent. Seemed less feline. A bit stiff, maybe. | didn’t 
wonder why; | knew why. 


He turned to me. His cock was hard, pink imprinted where 
I'd whacked it earlier with the crop. The slash mark, though, 
still wasn’t nearly as rosy as the head of his dick. 


He braced his hands to the table behind him in order to 
keep space between it and his damaged ass. 
Understandable. 


“Firstly, there’s only your brother’s say-so that his stab 
wound wasn’t self-inflicted or delivered by someone as alive 
as he is. Secondly, the story he tells of his stabbing, the 
poltergeist activities, the mysterious voices, the blood 
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walls and ceilings, the strange odors, the automatic writing 
and painting, et al, is too much over-kill. So much psychic 
activity, in one area, especially with so much overlap, is 
always a red tag for suspicion; such supernatural 
occurrences virtually never happen in such large doses. For 
example, take the much-publicized book and movie The 
Amityville Horror. The author and the screenwriter’s 
interpretations of actual events have since been labeled 
pure fantasy, even by the family who lived the real but far- 
less-varied-than-depicted experiences. The book and the 
film, likewise, having been confirmed mainly fiction by two 
investigative reporters, Rick Moran of New York, and Peter 
Jordan of New Jersey, who followed up on the incidents in 
question. 


“Nor does it ring true when your brother insists poltergeist 
activities (breakage, flying objects, moving objects, bending 
objects, fire starting, etceteras), occurred regularly over the 
course of so many years. Legitimate cases last only a short 
time — a few weeks at most. 


“All poltergeist associated activities occur in households 
with one or more adolescent child, usually female. By your 
brother’s own admission, he was supposedly still having 
poltergeist experiences into his /ong-in-the-tooth twenties 
and beyond. 


“AS you Originally suspected, and as I concur, the 
convenience of two Australian parapsychologists, Pamela 
and Frank Tauper, in Spain at just the right time that your 
brother needed them for backup, is likely too good to be 
true. Just because you had the wherewithal to verify the 
existence of the Aussie brother and sister doesn’t mean that 
you had contact with the genuine articles; you would need, 
at the very least, photographs and/or detailed descriptions 
for valid comparisons. 


“Even giving this Frank and Pamela the benefit of the doubt, 
they made slips quite separately from providing valid 
pictorial I.D. to bring their credibility into question. Their 
mention of Dr. Karlis Osis who, by the way, /s a genuine 
American parapsychologist associated with the Society of 
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but who is not a she but a he; something the genuine 
Taupers would have known, had they really worked with Dr. 
Osis on any haunted house in Sydney. 


“The mention of Graham Watkins — again Graham Watkins 
a real 


parapsychologist — tainted by his actual haunted house 
experiments in Kentucky including a cat, a dog, a rat and a 
rattlesnake; not a cat, a dog, and a canary. 


“The research materials/equipment brought to the castle — 
a Ouija board and planchette, Tarot cards, crystal ball, 
astrological charts, dowsing rod — none indicative of what 
any real parapsychological team would utilize in this day 
and age. Accredited investigators of the paranormal steer 
Clear of paraphernalia that smacks of the occult, opting for 
more scientific methodology, their equipment more likely to 
include cameras, recording devices, thermometers, sound 
sensors, etceteras. 


“Hardly logical, either, that Ramerez would oblige your 
brother, whom he supposedly detests, by completely 
wrecking a room except for what’s probably the two most 
valuable pieces of art in that room. More likely, the El Greco 
and the Rodin remain pristine, amid all the surrounding 
carnage, to facilitate their conversion into cash — if and 


when your brother persuades you to join him in selling them 
as well as the castle. 


“As for the automatic painting, it should at least have been 
an accurate representation, considering Ramerez’s input. It 
wasn’t. As you may or may not know, the Order of Saint 
Hermengild didn’t exist in Ramerez’s life-time, only 
established by Ferdinand Il in 1814. 


“All of which | hope is of some assistance.” 


“Having milked him of what he can tell you, what happens 
next will be entirely up to you. Whatever, he'll be the 
perfect gentleman. I’ve never known him to be otherwise.” 


| struck the crop to the palm of my hand, heard the sharp 
retort, and felt the disconcerting heat and sting. 


Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. 
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His chest was thin but well-muscled and completely hairless 
except for some fine growth around each dime size nipple. 
His belly was noticeably ridged. 


His navel was only slightly concave, complete with its own 
scant halo of hair. 


He turned from me to the table. He put his shirt on the table 
top. 


Several crisscross whip lashes on his buttocks offered 
potential for blood letting. 


Professor del Cruz leaned over the table. 


Fate? Karma? Kismet? Destiny? My leather crop, against his 
bare flesh, was loud as | commenced a thorough and 
thoroughly enjoyable continued horse whipping of his 
already striated ass. 


| learned two valuable lessons from my time spent with 
Professor. del Cruz. One, my brother was the same lying 
sonofabitch I'd always known, trying yet again to maneuver 
me into helping him refill his continually cash-drained 
pockets. Two, and most importantly, S&M was, from that 
moment on, a side of my sexuality that | enjoyed exploring 
to the extent that sees me and my lover, Alejandro (ca// me 
Alex) Turpendo Lucano Selendoreso de Lorez, the Grand 
Dungeon Masters (of our very own authentic-castle 
dungeon) that we are today. 


The End 
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That Voodoo 
by Ally Blue 


It was the smell that got me. 


Rich, spicy, musky. Like sandalwood and cloves, with a big 
dose of raw sex. Never smelled anything like that. One 
whiff, and | was hard as a fucking diamond. So, yeah. The 
leather and skin and prettiness caught my eye, but it was 
the way the kid smelled that sealed the deal. 


| thought he was a girl at first. Little wisp of a thing ina 
black leather mini-skirt and a pink t-shirt that wouldn’t have 
been out of place on a high school girl. Shoulder length 
black hair with maroon streaks in it, cinnamon skin, great 
big eyes that matched the water of St. Ann’s Bay only a 
hundred yards or so from the corner he was working. And 
damn if that red-painted mouth wasn’t just made for 
sucking cock. Prettiest goddamn thing I’d ever seen. 


| was about to pass him by. Not into little girls, thank you 
very much, no matter how pretty they are. And I knew a 
place just up the narrow little street where the boys were 
young and relatively clean. But he grabbed me as I walked 
past. Those chipped black fingernails dug right into my arm, 
and | didn’t have any choice but to stop. 


“Hey, mister, you looking for a date?” His voice was husky, 
too deep for that delicate little body. That’s when I realized 
she was a he, and my interest level shot right up. 
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“Maybe.” | gave him my best cool-customer smile. “What’s 
it gonna cost me?” 


“Hundred and fifty American for an hour. Thousand for the 
night. | go to your place, you give me cab fare in the 
morning. Not included.” 


He had only the faintest trace of Jamaican accent. It 
confused me. After twelve years living in St. Ann, I’d learned 
to tell the difference between natives and transplants, but 
damned if | could place this boy. 


| laughed. “Way too steep, kiddo. Good luck with that, 
though. ‘Night.” 


| started to turn away. His hand tightened, pulled, and 
before | knew it he had that sweet little body pressed tight 
against me. Didn’t faze me any. I’d been around the block a 
time or ten, and my dick hadn’t been my boss for ages. 


“Better let go, kid,” | said. “I don’t wanna hurt you, but I will 
if you make me.” 


He smiled, slow and lazy. Those pale blue eyes looked 
almost white against his dusky skin. The combination had 
me thinking, Jamaican hooker meets rich white tourist who’s 
happy to pay extra for a bare fuck, but not for the bastard 
kid he leaves behind. 


The lack of accent argued against that theory, but you 
never know. Made me thank God, Allah and Mistress Erzulie 
herself for making me gay. I’ve always been a Selfish prick, 
but | don’t see how a man looks at himself in the mirror 
knowing he’s got a kid out there someplace starving. Or 
worse, whoring on a seedy street corner. 


“I’m worth the money, mister,” he said. “I can make you 
feel like you never felt before.” 


He pressed his crotch into my thigh. | could feel how hard he 
was, which was something different. Most of the boys 
working the streets of St. Ann didn’t ever get it up. 


“That’s what they all say.” | played it cool. “Why should | 
think you’re different?” 
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He stood on tiptoe in his high-heeled black leather boots, 
and rubbed his cheek against mine. That’s when | caught 
that smell, and it went straight to my dick. 


| pulled him against me and buried my face in his neck, 
sucking in one big deep breath after another, just trying to 
drown in that wild fucking smell. | humped against him, 
trying to ease the sudden pressure in my cock. He stuck a 
hand down between us and rubbed me through my pants. | 
came not two seconds later. Had to bite my tongue hard so | 
wouldn’t scream. 


“You see?” he whispered, and licked my ear. “I’m the best. | 
love fucking. 


| want to suck your cock and swallow your come, then | 
want you to get it up again and fuck my ass until | scream. | 
want you to come until your balls ache. | want to bathe in 
your spunk.” 


He grabbed my hand and shoved it up under his skirt. | felt 
a garter belt and lacy stockings against my fingers, then 


nothing but skin. He was bare and hard and hot as a fucking 
branding iron. 


“So what do you say, mister?” He moved my hand on his 
cock, humping into my palm. “Thousand dollars for the best 
night of your life.” 


| was still trying to recover. Wasn’t easy, with his thick shaft 
in my hand and that smell raging in my brain. | had to 
swallow several times before | could talk. “Yeah,” | panted. 
“Yeah. Okay.” 


| rubbed my thumb over the head of his cock. He gasped, 
pulled my hand up, stuck my thumb in his mouth and 
sucked the pre-come right off. If | hadn’t already been 
convinced, that would’ve done it. 


| grabbed his tight little ass through the leather and 
squeezed. “My car’s parked by the beach. Let’s go.” 


x OK OOK OX 
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It wasn’t a long drive to my place. | live just outside St. Ann, 
in a little cottage right beside the bay. It’s not much, but it’s 
clean and comfortable, and it has its own little fishing pier 
and a nice stretch of private beach. It came furnished, too, 
which was perfect since I’d left Houston with nothing but the 
clothes on my back and a couple grand in cash that I'd 
stolen from Xavier’s supposedly secret safe. Enough to put a 
down payment on the place so I'd have a roof over my head 
while | worked out my finances. 


When I came down here, the money I'd inherited when my 
filthy rich grandfather died was locked up in a savings 
account I'd stupidly let Xavier set up for us in his name. 
What can I say? | was young and idealistic and crazy in love 
with the fucker. | didn’t realize he was playing me until two 
years after we’d set up housekeeping together. Came home 
early one day and found him with his legs in the air and our 
pool boy’s cock up his ass. What a fucking cliché, huh? Even 
| had to laugh. 


| left the same day. Figured I’d head for Jamaica, because I’d 
never been and always wanted to go. Flew into Montego 
Bay, hitched until | found a spot | liked, and slept on the 
beach until | found the little house by St. Ann’s Bay. | paid 
the owner a thousand dollars with the promise of more once 
| unlocked my money. Spent the next couple of weeks 
running up a hell of a bill for international calls and calling in 
lots of favors to make sure Xavier didn’t have a dime left to 
his name. Put my millions in a bank on Grand Cayman, 
stocked my bar with good rum, and spent the next twelve 
years doing not a damn thing but drinking, watching the 
sunset, and nailing the occasional hustler in the dirty 
alleyways of St. Ann. 


A good life, in lots of ways, but it gets old. Lately, I’d been 
wishing | had someone to share the lazy days and sea 
breezes with. | had to wonder if that’s why I’d decided to 
take this kid home for the night rather than spend an hour 
or two in whatever ratty hotel he used for business. Pretty 
sad. 
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We made the drive in silence. The kid sat perfectly still, 
knees together and hands on his lap, staring straight ahead 
out the window. It was a little creepy. | was glad to pull into 
my gravel drive and park the car. 


He followed me to the front door, narrow hips swishing just 
like a woman’s. | opened the door and led him inside. “So,” | 
said, “what’s your name?” | headed for the bar and started 
pouring a couple glasses of whiskey on ice. It was a hot 
night, only slightly cooled by the ceiling fan stirring the 
sticky air. The cold glass felt good in my hand. 


“Antoine.” He stalked toward me. He moved like a cat, all 
slinky and graceful, those boots not even making a sound 
on the wood floor. A sudden breeze brought the sound and 
smell of the bay in through the open window. 


Antoine lifted his hair from his neck to catch the breeze. 
Tendrils of dark hair clung to his skin. | wanted to lick them, 
to see if he tasted as good as he smelled. 


“Antoine. I’m Doug.” | handed him a whiskey, then wiped 
the 


condensation from the glass onto my burning face. 


He took a deep swallow, those big eyes staring right at me, 
then set the glass down with a clunk on the bar. 


“Doug.” His smoky voice made the word sound damn sexy. 
“You want to fuck me?” 


| tossed my drink back and put the glass in the sink. 
“Thought that was the idea, yeah.” 


He draped his arms around my neck and rubbed his crotch 
against my thigh. “Then do it, Doug. Fuck me.” 


He lifted his head, stretching his neck out. That smell hit 
me, hot and primitive, and | was gone. | whirled him around, 
pushed him face down across the bar, hiked his skirt up, and 
shoved my cock up his ass with nothing but pre-come and 
some spit for lube. 


Antoine didn’t seem to care. The muscles in his back rippled 
under my hands when | pushed his shirt up out of the way. 
His skin was damp and hot. He 49 
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moaned and growled and left claw marks on the bar top. 
Hell, he came before | did, shooting all over my nice clean 
glasses. His sounk smelled strong. Musky and wild, like an 
animal’s. l’d never had a rent boy come at all, never mind 
first. 


The way his insides clutched my cock when he came felt 
way better than the half-hearted clamping down some of 
the boys did. 


| came right after he did. When | pulled out, my semen 
leaked out and ran down his thighs, getting his stockings all 
wet and sticky. 


“Lick it off.” 
| did a double take. “What?” 


“Lick your come off me.” Antoine turned and looked over his 
shoulder at me. “I promise, you'll like it. The taste will make 
you hard again, and | can suck you nice and slow.” 


| stared at him. This whole thing was getting weirder by the 
second. | hadn’t licked up my own come since | left Xavier, 
and I’d sure as hell never rimmed a hooker’s ass. Which was 


what he really wanted, | could tell. But he had the most 
beautiful eyes I’d ever seen, and he’d promised to suck me 
off, which | loved, and damn, those eyes... 


| was mildly surprised to find myself kneeling behind 
Antoine, cleaning come off his thighs and ass with my 
tongue. The taste of his skin just about drowned out the 
salty tang of semen. He tasted sharp and spicy and just a 
little sweet, like chai tea. And when | spread his ass cheeks 
and buried my face between them, | caught that smell 
again, and it had me. My cock came right back to life. 


| licked and bit and probed with my tongue and fingers, his 
smell and taste and the noises he made driving me crazy. | 
was lost, so caught up in giving him pleasure that my own 
need faded into the background, for the first time in longer 
than | could remember. And damn if he didn’t come again 
before pushing me to the floor and giving me the most 
mind-melting blow job I’ve ever had in my life. 
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He didn’t lie. He was worth every damn cent of the 
thousand in cash | handed him the next morning. I’d had his 
pretty mouth and sweet ass every which way. | could still 
taste him on my tongue, sweat and come blended with his 
unique spicy-sweet flavor, and his ripe, primal scent still 
clung to my skin. 


| stood at the window and watched him walk out to the taxi, 
just as dignified as if he didn’t have one torn stocking and 
come in his hair. He turned and pinned me with those 
watercolor eyes before climbing into the taxi. 


| watched him go, and wondered if I’d ever be the same. 


* OK OOK x 


For weeks afterward, | wandered the house and the beach, 
feeling kind of lost. | couldn’t figure out what | was looking 
for, but | kept looking for it anyhow, driven by something | 
couldn’t quite pin down. 


Bored and restless, | started drinking more than ever, which 
is saying a lot. | didn’t care that the rum didn’t have any 
taste anymore. All | wanted was to escape the sudden 
emptiness of my life. When | stretched out in my hammock 
on the pier, the sunlight seemed gray, the waters of the bay 
dull and flat. | couldn’t even smell the ocean anymore, or 
the jasmine that grew all over my walls. | started spending 
more and more time indoors, with the shutters firmly closed 
so | wouldn’t have to see how dark the days had become. 


| started sleeping a lot. At first, it was great. | felt rested and 
energetic, even though my energy didn’t have purpose or 
outlet. 


Then the dreams started. 


Every single night, every time | closed my eyes. Dreams of 
dark angels with eyes like the sea, skin like velvet, and legs 
that were always open. | tried not to notice the semen 
drying on my stomach whenever | woke up. And | tried to 
forget the way my senses came alive in those dreams. 
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| was sure | was going crazy. Nothing else made any sense. 
Then one night, sitting on the fallen palm tree next to the 
pier and listening to the sigh of the waves, it hit me. | 
missed Antoine, and I’d been spending my days looking for 


him, and my nights dreaming of him. | didn’t have a fucking 
clue why, but there it was. 


| closed my eyes. | could almost taste his skin, could almost 
see the way those eyes blazed when | fucked him. It was all 
as clear in my mind as if it had just happened. My hand 
found my cock and went to work. | came inside two minutes, 
shouting Antoine’s name. 


Not an hour later, | stood on the street corner in St. Ann, the 
same corner where I’d found Antoine before. He wasn’t 
there. Don’t Know why | expected him to be, really, but | 
didn’t know where else to go. 


“Hey, mister, you need a date?” 


For a second, my guts tightened. Then | realized it wasn’t 
Antoine’s voice. 


| turned and stared at the illegally young boy standing there 
trying to look sexy in tattered jeans and a stained t-shirt. 


“Yes,” | said. “But not you. I’m looking for Antoine, do you 
know him?” 


The boy’s eyes widened. His expression became guarded. 
“Yeah, | know him.” 


| clenched my fists to stop myself from grabbing the boy 
and shaking him. 


“Where is he?” 


He glanced around. His brown eyes were so wide the whites 
showed all around. He looked about ready to run. 


| took out my wallet and waved a handful of bills at him. 
“There’s two hundred dollars American. Tell me where to 
find Antoine.” 


The kid stared at me. | pressed the money into his hand, 
and he shoved it into his pocket. The gratitude on his face 
was nearly as plain as the needle tracks on his arms, but 
didn’t quite hide the fear he clearly felt. 
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“Antoine’s down at the beach. On the playground.” He 
stopped, 


hesitating. His eyes flashed in the yellow light of the street 
lamp. “Don’t go to Antoine, mister. Let me take care of you. 
| make you feel real good.” 


Something about the way the kid said that sent a chill up 
my spine. His eyes darted around like minnows. 


| frowned. “Thanks, kid, but | need Antoine.” 


He gulped, then leaned close. “He’s bad, mister,” the boy 
whispered, his voice barely audible over the rush of traffic 
from the next street over. His breath smelled like cheap 
whiskey. “Really bad. My mama, before she die, she told me 
he use a special spell, one that make him stay young. And 
she told me he have a potion that make all the men want 
him.” 


Now, | can’t say I’ve ever believed in vaudan — what us 
Americans call voodoo — like this kid obviously did. I’ve 
seen a few things that made me think twice, and wonder a 
little. But in any case, vaudan’s basically a peaceful religion, 


and people who call on the more malevolent loa for help are 
pretty rare, so | took the kid’s story about Antoine with a 
grain of salt. 


“Maybe, maybe not,” | said. “You let me worry about that, 
huh?” 


The kid gave me a look | couldn’t quite figure out, then ran 
off down the street. | stared after him. I'd never met a 
hooker who acted like that before. Some of them had called 
me some pretty creative things when I'd refused them in 
favor of a different boy, but that kid was the first one to 
behave as if he were afraid of what would happen to me. 
Weird. 


| found Antoine right where the boy said | would, at the old 
playground that no mother in her right mind would ever 
take her kids to. Broken monkey bars, a pocked and rusted 
metal slide, the sand littered with used condoms and worse. 
I'd been there before, looking for a cheap thrill, or at least a 
cheap blowjob. Usually the place crawled with drug dealers, 
junkies, and hookers. That night, it was empty except for 
Antoine. The only sound was the whisper of the waves 
lapping the sand. The weird silence felt vaguely ominous, 
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to make me want to leave. Not with Antoine right there, the 
curve of his back promising me all the sex and sin | could 
handle, and more. 


| stood there for a minute, just watching him. He sat in an 
ancient swing, gently rocking, his head resting against one 
rusty chain. He wore a tiny, blood red dress that left his 
back and shoulders bare. My heart raced at the sight of his 
smooth skin shining in the moonlight. 


“Hello, Doug.” He didn’t turn around. Somehow, it didn’t 
Surprise me that he knew it was me. 


“Hi, Antoine.” | edged toward him, nervous suddenly. I'd 
come here assuming he’d want to be with me again. What if 
he didn’t? What if he hadn’t felt the same connection | had? 
Okay, so it was more of an obsession on my part, which only 
made it more likely he wouldn’t feel the same. “Um. So, 
how’ve you been?” 


“I’ve been waiting for you.” He stood, turned, and swayed 
toward me, bare feet silent on the sand. God, he was 
beautiful. “Are you ready, Doug?” 


“Uh. Ready?” My voice shook almost as hard as my knees. | 
was scared, though | had no idea why. This was what I'd 
come here for. Right? But the feeling of something huge 
hanging over my future wouldn’t go away. 


“Yes.” He pressed against me. His skin felt feverish. “Ready 
to be mine.” 


“But, but you’re... you’re a hooker. You let guys fuck you for 
money. 


You’d belong to me, not the other way around.” It sounded 
crass and ugly, but that didn’t make it any less true. Or so | 
thought, anyway. 


Antoine didn’t seem at all fazed by my honestly. He smiled, 
a filthy smile that went straight to my groin. “I know what 
you think | am. It’s a convenient disguise, even true to some 
extent. But it’s not the whole truth.” He slid his delicate 
fingers into my hair. “Take me home, Doug. Take me home, 
and let me show you what I can be.” 


I’m pretty sure | was about to say something. But he kissed 
me, and his mouth was so warm, so soft and wet, and he 
tasted so fucking good. | couldn’t 54 


Laura Baumbach, Ally Blue, William Maltese 


talk, or think, or do anything but crush him against me and 
kiss him back. His scent rose around me, the wild, musky 
scent which had drawn me here, making my head spin. The 
fear was swallowed up by raw need, and | was lost. 


We fucked there in the sand, tearing at each other like a 
couple of animals. 


Afterwards, | took him back home with me. And this time, he 
didn’t leave the next morning. 


Or the next morning, or the next. 


He stayed, and the colors returned to my world. We’d sleep 
the day away, curled together in my bed, and spend the 
nights finding new ways to fuck. And when he lay in my 
arms purring like a contented cat, with my come leaking out 
of his ass, my life finally felt complete. 


* OK OOK OX 


It was months before I realized what was happening. The 
first time | fell trying to get out of bed, | brushed it off as 
exhaustion. After all, since Antoine came into my life I'd 
been getting more exercise than | had in ages. But then it 
happened again a few days later, and again two days after 
that. A couple of weeks later, | couldn’t even walk without 
Antoine’s help. 


| was scared. | wanted to go to the doctor, but Antoine 
wouldn’t let me. 


“Don’t fuss, love,” he said, stroking my hair. “Your Antoine 
will take care of you.” 


“But something’s wrong. I’m scared, Antoine.” 


“Nothing’s wrong, Doug.” He leaned down over me, 
brushing his soft lips against mine. “Trust me.” 


As he kissed me, | remembered that night in the 
playground, the 


inexplicable sense of foreboding I'd felt, and just like that, | 
knew | couldn’t trust him. The fear that had always been 
there underneath my lust and need for him rushed through 
me, and for one terrifying second, | saw the real Antoine. 
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thing behind the pretty mask. Eyes as cold and ancient as 
the universe stared into mine. 


Then that hot, lusty scent surrounded me, and the beautiful 
illusion returned. He smiled at me, and for the first time, his 
beauty seemed sinister. 


“It’s okay, darling,” he whispered, caressing my face. “I'd 
never hurt you. 


| only want to give you pleasure.” 
| let him kiss me. It felt as amazing as ever. “How long?” 
He knew what | meant. “Not much longer.” 


“Will it hurt?” 


“No, my love.” He cradled my face in his hands. “Your death 
will be blissful. | won’t have it any other way.” 


We sat in silence for a minute, him watching me while | 
worked up the courage to ask the one question | wanted the 
answer to more than any other. 


“Antoine? Why me?” 


He leaned close, those big ocean water eyes boring into 
mine. “You need me, Doug, and your need called me to you. 
It sings to me still, day and night. It sustains me.” He 
stroked my cheek. “You need my body, you need my love, 
and | give both to you freely. Isn’t it worth losing a few 
lonely years, to spend what time remains to you in peace 
and happiness?” 


Something cold and tight inside me dissolved, and a weird 
sense of joy overcame me. He was right. | knew it, and he 
knew | knew it. He kissed me again. Just like always, the 
taste of his mouth set me on fire. He undressed for me, and 
| spread his legs and fucked him. We both knew then that I’d 
accepted my fate. 


* OK OOK OX 


That was a week ago. | can’t get out of bed anymore; I’m 
too weak. 


Sometimes it bothers me. Sometimes | miss the beach, and 
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in the warm water of the bay. But mostly it’s okay. He keeps 
the shutters closed during the day, so the light won’t hurt 
my eyes, and holds me while I sleep. At night, he opens the 


windows to let in the humid air, and we spend hours 
fucking. | love the nights, even though | can feel myself 
dying a little more every time. 


Last night, he told me how he captured me, and how he 
managed to hold me. He laughed when | told him what that 
boy had said about it being a spell. 


He said he didn’t need anything as crude as voodoo spells, 
that his own natural physiology provided him with 
everything he needed to snare his prey. 


Not that he called me that. He didn’t. But I’m not blind. | 
know what | am to him. 


| guess a part of me suspected all along. Sex with him 
always seemed to drain me, and energize him, right from 
the start. | used to think it was just because of our age 
difference. What’s easy for a boy barely out of his teens can 
wear out a man my age. 


| know better now. 


| saw myself in the mirror a few days ago. | haven’t looked 
since. | don’t want to know. Antoine himself is as fucking hot 
as ever. More, even. I’m lucky he still wants me, | guess. And 
he does want me. He’s just as horny for me now as he was 
that first night. Needless to say, | can’t get enough of him. 
He makes sure of that. 


A few times, I’ve looked at him and caught a glimpse of 
what | know is there, but don’t want to think about. 
Something older than time, something | can never 
understand no matter how hard | try. But when he comes to 
my bed, his dick stiff and his ass hungry, | don’t want to 
understand. All | want is to have him, over and over and 
over again, even though it’s killing me. | want to die with my 


cock inside him and his raw, earthy scent turning my world 
red. 


Here he comes now, swaying toward my bed, completely 
bare and so damn beautiful. It doesn’t matter anymore that 
it isn’t real. | need it. 
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He’s leaning over me. And, oh God, | can smell him. That 
smell that still drives me right out of my fucking mind. I’m 
so weak, | can’t even lift my arms. 


He’s bending down, his lips against mine. Oh. | want him, 
whatever he is. | want what he does to me. Voodoo, or 
pheromones, or fucking fairy dust. Whatever it is, | want it. 


That hot, tight ass clutches my cock, those silky lips brush 
my face. 


Blissful. His eyes haze with pleasure as he rides me. 


My heart stops beating when | come, and it hurts. It fucking 
hurts. 


| wonder if he knows. 
The End 
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Dark Side of the Moon 


By Laura Baumbach 


The thrum of the diesel truck wound down to a low hum 
then sighed into silence. Only the fierce whine of the winds 
blowing around the high cab filled the night air. It was cold 
and bitter and the last thing Harley Scott wanted to do was 
uncurl from his warm leather seat nesting spot against the 
thick passenger door. 


He shouldn’t be bothered by the cold, or the long hours 
riding across the frozen Canadian territories in a loud, 
vibrating semi, but little things bothered him lately. Lately, 
as in since he got shot in the head a month ago. What was 
Supposed to be an ordinary one night stand for sex anda 
Snack turned out bad. It was just going to be a few hours 
with a new john who had bought Harley’s willing body for 
the night. Unfortunately, the sadistic john enjoyed himself 
so much, he decided he wanted to act out his own snuff film 
with Harley as the snuffee. 


Harley had shrugged it off at first as what you get when 
you're into blood sports. What's a little strangulation to a 
vampire? He didn't need to breathe. But he hadn't expected 
the gun. He did need all his brain cells intact. 


Harley had suffered life-altering, lasting effects from the 
head wound, but at least he still existed. The john had 
actually suffered a heart attack and died. 


Must have had something to do with Harley regaining 
consciousness after the 59 
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bullet penetrated his brain and sitting up to swear and curse 
out his shooter. Or it could have been the fact that he had 
done it in full vampire mode with fangs extended, eyes 
glowing and the primal animal need for restorative blood 
taking hold of the moment. 


Except that the man’s blood, no matter how much Harley 
had taken, had not restored him. Not by much. Nothing had 
since then, either, and word of his injury had spread 
throughout the tightly monitored vampire community he 
had been taken into at his conversion. The elders now 
labeled him defective and crippled, unfit for continued 
existence. 


They never had been happy that he continued being a 
hustler and a whore after being made into a vampire. He’d 
given up on his dream of a regular life and a family when he 
became a night creature. His decision to stay in his old 
hustler’s lifestyle was an element that gave him a sense of 
security and comfort amid the many changes he was forced 
to endure. He found it an easy way to make money and feed 
without detection. The elders found it degrading and 
unnecessary and not to be tolerated, especially from a 
‘defective’ vampire. 


Which was why Harley was on the run, trying oh so hard to 
elude the two Eliminators on his tail. 


Which was also why he was sitting in the cab of asemiina 
Small and garishly lit truck stop on the way to somewhere 
isolated and unattractive in a dark, frozen wilderness. 
Somewhere the Eliminators wouldn't look. Even Harley 
didn’t have any idea where he was just now. 


One glance at the overweight, pockmarked trucker beside 
him and Harley quickly averted his glance to the wide 
windshield and checked out the sky. It looked like dawn 
would be approaching in the next hour or so. He couldn't 
rely on his senses to tell him when morning was nearing 
anymore. It was all a crapshoot now. Being in a strange 
place, traveling nearer and nearer to the territories where 
three months were in almost total darkness made it even 
harder to judge sunrise. 
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But Harley knew one blowjob, even with the quick snack 
from the sweaty man's femoral artery, was all he was willing 
to give the man. The trucker smelled of old cigars and 
cheap whiskey, and his blood was thick with plaque and fat - 


as unappetizing as the man's odor. 


Slipping into his completely inadequate leather biker's 
jacket, Harley cracked the heavy door open and slid to the 
ground before the trucker could comment or protest. He 
nodded at the guy as he pulled the small duffel bag off the 
cab floor and out of the truck. It didn't hold much. 


“Thanks for the ride, Sam. It's been a pleasure.” Harley 
knew his voice sounded sincere. He'd had decades to 
practice. Whether the john had been any good or not, it paid 
to make them think they had been. It increased the tip 
sometimes and made for repeat business. In this case, 
Harley hoped he never saw the sweaty, bloated man again. 


He nodded toward the brightly-lit cafe a few hundred feet 
away. “Any idea where we are?” 


The harshly blowing wind whipped up and nearly tore the 
door out of his hands. “Damn it!” Harley tugged the door 
closer to his body to block the chill and waited for Sam to 
say something so he could move out of the weather and 
into the building. 


He really wanted to be somewhere safer, but right now just 
dark and warm would do. The vampires following him might 
be close, but the sun was even closer. In his present 
physical condition, even the weak rays that cut through this 
thick, swirling snow would do irreparable harm. 


“You coming in?” 


Sam eyed the cheery cafe and then shrugged. “Nah. | 
usually just sleep at this stop. The regulars here are too 
talkative for me. | like peace and quiet.” 


Since all Sam had done since Harley got into the truck cab 
was talk, the declaration surprised him, but he didn't waste 
much time thinking about it. It was too cold and he was too 
tired to care. “Where did you say we are?” 
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“You're just outside of Ross River. I'm heading west to hook 
up with the Interstate 2 then hitting Dawson. Got a load to 
deliver and one to pick up. You're welcome to make the 
trip.” Sam leered in what Harley knew the man thought was 
a seductive grin. The smile showed every one of the man's 
tobacco-stained teeth and twisted his two-day chin stubble 
into a grizzled, knotted nest. “The toll for riders ain't that 
high, if you get my drift.” The trucker winked and Harley felt 
his stomach roll. 


He could avoid having sex with the man, but even the taste 
of Sam's blood wasn't something he wanted to repeat. He 
just wanted to be far away from everyone right now. He 
gnawed on one of his own knuckles until it bled, then 
sucked on the torn flesh and thin blood, hoping to make the 
nausea and faint hunger go away. 


“Thanks anyway, but | think maybe I'll hang around here for 
a bit and see if anyone is headed east. Thanks for the ride 
this far.” A gust of wind shoved him bodily to one side. 
Harley used it as an excuse to close the truck door, blocking 
out the sight of the man's disappointed face. 


Bent low to keep the strong gales from lifting his slim frame 
right off the ice-packed surface under his feet, Harley 
shivered under the unlined leather of his jacket. He jammed 
his gloved fists into its pockets and trudged rapidly over the 
two hundred feet between him and the protection of the 
little cafe. 


He didn't know if Sam was following him and didn't care. He 
just wanted out of the cold. He looked forward to the 
continual darkness the extreme territories had to offer him 
now, but the bitter cold here affected him more than he 
thought possible. 


Two new arrivals to the stop descended from their trucks as 
he passed by their still running cabs. He nodded and sized 
each man up to be sure neither of the two vampires on his 
trail had slipped up on him. He couldn't sense the presence 
of his own kind like he should be able to, but he could still 
pick out a scent close up. 
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Both of these big, brawny men were human. A single sniff 
told him that once they were beside him. One smelled 
earthy, faintly like pine and campfire smoke, an undefined 
but strong scent that teased at the edges of Harley's 
memory. In the end it eluded him, and he shook his head to 
clear it, unconcerned. These were flesh and blood creatures 
with heartbeats, not vampires in disguise. The unnamed 
scent didn't matter. He was safe, for the moment, from his 
executioners. 


The other man reeked of Italian seasonings, garlic in 
particular. Harley smiled when he recognized the once 
dreaded scent and he inhaled deeply. Before his head 
wound, the smell would have made him cringe. Now it 
almost made his mouth water. One more sign his life was 
going back to hell in a hand basket. 


After over thirty years as a vampire, it was brutal to have to 
revert to a partially humanized state, however temporary he 
hoped it was. He hadn't realized how good he'd had it as a 
vampire. He'd never been bothered by extreme 
temperatures, petty illness or physical defects. Now he was 
cold, weak and if he was being truthful with himself, 
terrified. Eliminators weren't known for the humane way 
they rid the world of 'defective’' vampires — what they now 
considered him to be. 


Just thinking of the stories he'd heard about the 'monster 
killers' made the nausea boil up in his gut again. He /iked 
the eyes in his head. They were nice, hazel eyes, slightly 
exotic looking with their almost-almond shape and oddly 
crystallized threads of green, blue, gray and black. One of 
his best seductive features, he'd been told. He wanted them 
left right where they were. His head looked best on his 
shoulders, too. Decapitation, evisceration, enucleation, and 


amputation were all such ugly words, words the Eliminators 
worked hard to create new, more horrendous definitions for. 


Hurrying, the leather soles of his boots made him lose his 
footing twice on the slick blacktop. He reached for the door 
handle just as the earth-tainted 63 
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trucker let go of it. The man stopped, sniffed, turned back 
and then held the door open for Harley. 


“You're gonna freeze your assets off, boy. That little bitty 
jacket ain't made for this neck of the woods.” The man 
looked to be in his forties, broad shouldered, with a fringe of 
washed-out honey-blond hair under a fur hat with earflaps. 
His bulk was wrapped in layers of clothing beneath a heavy 
brown canvas coat. Despite the suggestiveness of his 
comment, the look on the man's reddened face was part 
disbelief and part amusement, with a touch of fatherly 
sternness. 


“I can take it.” Harley smiled back, radiating what he knew 
was a confident gleam in his eye. The gleam was destroyed 
when a violent shiver visibly shook his entire body. He had 

enough grace to look sheepish. “But | don't have to like it.” 


“Better get on in here and warm up then. Take a stool at the 
counter in the middle. That'll sit you right by one of the 
heating vents.” The trucker herded Harley through the 
vestibule into the main diner, a concerned hand on Harley's 
hunched shoulder. 


“Name's Abe, by the way.” Abe grabbed Harley's hand and 
vigorously shook it. 


“Ah, yeah.” Harley wiped the sweat from the man's palm 
onto his jeans, then wrapped his arms around his chest to 
contain another shiver, this one less violent but still evident. 
He hoped Abe wouldn't notice he didn't return the courtesy 
of giving his own name. “Nice to meet you.” 


They walked over a strip of bright yellow symbols on the 
floor and another shiver shook Harley's lean frame, making 
him pause. A sudden stabbing pain in his head made the 
healing bullet wound burn. The room wavered for a 
moment, but Harley shook off the accompanying wave of 
dizziness. Under Abe's watchful eye, he moved farther into 
the cafe to sit down. 
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“Damn, son, you are pale.” Abe drew in a deep breath and 
sniffed, wrinkling his nose like it itched. “I've seen road kill 
looked better than you.” 


Abe shoved Harley in the direction of the swivel-mounted 
stools in front of a gray laminated counter top where half a 
dozen patrons sat in various stages of drinking and eating. 


Abe slipped out of his jacket and called out to a plump 
woman dressed in a pink fleece jogging suit. She wore a big 
smile and too much blue eye shadow. 


“Betty, we got a young one here that needs some looking 
after. Get him some of your good home cookin' before he 
drops over in a dead faint from the chills.” 


Smiling despite himself at the 'dead' comment, Harley 
nodded his thanks as Betty instantly gravitated toward 
them. 


“Got just the thing for him, Abe, honey. Show the boy where 
to sit.” Betty flashed Harley a bright smile that dimmed a bit 
as she really looked at him. 


“Boy's white as a ghost.” 


Betty unexpectedly reached out and patted Harley's cold 
cheek, then huffed in apparent disapproval. She turned on 
her heel and hustled toward the kitchen area, calling over 
her shoulder to no one in particular. “Somebody sit him 
down before he falls down while | find him something to 
warm his insides.” 


Abe pointed a beefy, callused finger at an empty stool two 
seats away. 


“You heard the woman, son, sit down. Get yourself some hot 
coffee and a bowl of Betty's biscuits and gravy. She'll put 
you to rights.” Abe turned his attention to greeting two of 
the men already seated at the counter, but Harley noticed 
the man kept a watchful eye on him until he took his stool. 


Once he sat down, Harley made sure that, when he swiveled 
the stool to his left, he had a good view of the front door. 
According to the aged and yellowed signs on the far wall, 
the bathrooms were conveniently located to his right. 
Bathrooms were usually by back doors and sometimes had 
windows. 


Escape routes were always foremost in his mind. 
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His sense of time had also been disrupted by the bullet, but 
he knew the dawn had to be very close now. If no truckers 


left the diner soon that he could hitch a ride with, he might 
have to spend the day sleeping in one of the bathroom stalls 
to stay out of sight and out of the direct light. 


Harley gazed out the large, insulated picture window behind 
him and watched the dancing snow shift and pirouette 
against the glass, the shriek of the wind louder and more 
foreboding than only a few minutes ago. It made his bones 
ache, the mournful screams sending a tingle of unease 
down his spine. 


What he wouldn't give to be in a quiet, dark room alone, 
safe, warm and unbothered. 


As he turned his back on the darkness and snow, a cup of 
steaming coffee and a large bowl of chicken soup slid under 
his nose. Betty had returned. 


“This'Il help some. Warm you up and put some color and 
heat back in those cold cheeks of yours, sweetie.” Betty 
patted his hand, fingers rubbing over the slowly healing 
scars from his own teeth. “Your hands are all cut up, darlin’.” 


She added, “Stop biting your nails!” even though it was 
obviously not his problem. She patted his hands again, an 
understanding look in her eye. “You want a second helpin' 
on the soup, you just holler. On the house.” With a wink and 
another pat, she was off to refill coffee cups and banter with 
her new arrivals. 


Harley was surprised to realize he liked her. When she 
leaned in close, she smelled like lemons and cedar to him. 
He'd liked lemon drops when he was human. They tasted 
tart but pleasing. The scent suited Betty. 


The hunger stirred slightly in him and he couldn't help 
wonder what her blood tasted like but, before he could 


embrace the urge, the desire wafted away leaving him 
hollow and tired again. He didn't even have to bite his 
fingers to quell it this time. 


God, he wanted to feel better. His appetite had all but 
disappeared and without nourishment he'd never heal. The 
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Snack now was during sex and that was proving to be an 
opportunity that happened more and more rarely these 
days. He just didn't have the energy for it. 


Sighing, Harley pretended to sip at the soup while he let the 
warmth of its fragrant steam waft up into his face and 
invade his nose and lungs. Cold hands wrapped around the 
hot ceramic coffee mug, he closed his eyes and let his 
thoughts drift like the vapor rising off the hot food. It was 
comfortable and homey here. It gave him the illusion of 
being safe. 


He stirred only once, jumping slightly when Abe slapped his 
back and gruffly commanded, “Eat up, son, won't do you 
any good in the bowl.” The big man passed behind him on 
his way to the bathroom. 


Harley nodded but remained motionless, mind drifting to 
more pleasant times as he basked in the warm air blasting 
out of the heating vent near him. 


He didn't know how long he had been daydreaming again, 
but he started for a second time at the sound of the diner 
door snapping open. A blast of cold air fought for entrance 
into the toasty warm room and out of the corner of his eye 
he saw something that turned his pleasant daydream to 
dust. 


With his sluggish post-injury reactions further hindered by 
lack of sleep and inadequate nourishment, Harley wasn't 
sure if he had moved fast enough. 


Once in the protection of the tiny alcove leading to the 
bathrooms, he peeked at the other vampire. Two more 
truckers had entered along with the Eliminator, partially 
blocking his view. Harley hoped they had blocked him from 
the assassin's view as well, but he didn't wait around to find 
out. His lingering scent, diseased and distinct to his own 
kind, would be enough to confirm his presence within 
seconds. 


Banking on the building being old enough to have a window 
in the bathrooms, he tore into the men's room and shut the 
door, leaning his weight against it, forehead resting on the 
solid steel. He tried to calm his buzzing, confused senses 
but the effort seemed pointless. He'd had few defenses 
against these assassins when he had been strong and 
healthy. Now, weak, without most 67 
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of his vampire abilities and alone, he didn't stand a chance. 
His only defense was to run, but dawn was already on the 
horizon. 


A cold draft of air struck the back of his neck, telling Harley 
that the room did indeed have a window. A window 
someone else must have just recently used. Used to come 
into the bathroom. Used to be ready and waiting for him 
when he tried the same thing. Suddenly the vampire on the 
other side of the door wasn't as important as the one on this 
side. 


Scrabbling vainly for the door handle, Harley was grabbed 
by the scruff of his neck and thrown up against the wall 


beside the door, back slamming hard into the rough paneled 
wall. The short leather jacket, scrunched high up his back by 
the attack, allowed slivers of pine from the wall to gouge his 
Skin. One slid deep between his shoulder blades. A scarred 
face, more animal than human, shoved up close to his own 
and the glow of fevered yellow eyes bore into his. 


The vampire was tall and angular, sharp-boned, and thin, 
but unbridled power and strength radiated off him in waves. 
Strong and bony, the vampire's hands were out of Harley's 
view, one crushed against Harley's throat and the other with 
a strangle hold on Harley's balls. The sneer on his lips 
couldn't be described as anything short of malicious. 


“What's the hurry, rentboy?” The voice was unexpectedly 
deep and sensual. “It's said you do some of your best work 
in public bathrooms.” 


The hold on his balls tightened. Harley grimaced and 
gasped, fingers working frantically to loosen the deadly grip 
on his throat. He couldn't answer, even if he'd wanted to. He 
didn't need to breathe, but he couldn't ta/k without 
breathing. 


The vampire leaned in closer and licked up Harley's jaw to 
his hair line, the thick muscle immediately finding the small, 
healed scar from the bullet wound and pressing on it. 
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The tiny, still-knitting bone fragments under Harley's scalp 
shifted minutely. Harley thrashed and clawed at the 
vampire's hands, the resulting flash of pain and nausea 
almost more than he could stand. 


The sudden jiggle of change and a belt buckle was drowned 
out by the flushing of a toilet that startled both of them. Abe 
lumbered out of one of the stalls and strode toward them, 
gaze locking on the Eliminator's grip on Harley's neck. 


“What the hell's going on here?” 


The vampire swiftly drew back, releasing Harley, but not 
before Abe's gaze dropped to see the hold the vampire had 
on Harley's crotch. 


The trucker strode brazenly up to Harley's side and shoved 
his bulk between the two, forcing the Eliminator to back off 
a few steps more. Despite Abe's obvious physical strength 
for a human, Harley knew the only thing keeping the man 
alive right now was the Eliminators’ dislike of a complication 
like one of involving a human in their work. 


“This asshole giving you trouble, son?” Abe ran a harsh 
glare over the tall vampire's now empty, grasping hands 
and then pointedly brought his gaze up to the creature's 
sneering face. He spared Harley a quick glance. “You hurt?” 


Tired of being treated like he was a weakling and a failure, 
Harley threw a disdainful glare back at Abe. “Not your 
concern. Just a misunderstanding. | can handle it.” 


A grunt of displeasure hissed out of the tall vampire. “Listen 
to him, mister. Butt out.” He spit on the floor, giving both 
men a disgusted glare. “He's right, he /ikes to be handled. 
Don't you, boy?” 


Ignoring Harley's biting dismissal, Abe bristled and moved 
forward. The Eliminator visibly tensed, a snarl on his thin, 
colorless lips. 


Harley readied himself for another attack, one where both 
he and Abe came out the losers. No human could withstand 
this kind of vampire attack and 69 
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Harley couldn't defend himself, let alone Abe. Not that he 
was inclined to protect a human, but all the same, it would 
be a bloodbath. 


The tall vampire snarled, and took a step closer so he was 
chest to chest with the brawnier trucker, eager anticipation 
on his face. 


As if on cue, the door burst open and the two truckers who 
had arrived after Harley and Abe, barreled into the room. 
They both pulled up short, eyeing the standoff. 


“Hell now, what's the problem in here, Abe?” The smaller of 
the two new arrivals stood beside Abe, jabbing one knobby 
fist into his open palm as he stared at the tall, dark stranger 
facing off with his friend. 


Not wanting things to escalate, Harley took advantage of 
the open door and the wall of aggressive flesh between 
himself and his assassin and fled the room. But once out in 
the main diner, he pulled up short again. 


The first rays of dawn filtered through the wide glass front of 
the diner, a gray, hazy light that made Harley sweat and his 
stomach roll with terror. But it wasn't nearly as frightening 
as the man that stood by the front door just to the far side 
of the yellow symbols decorating the floor. One dressed 
identically to the vampire Harley had just left behind in the 
men's room. From the black down parka to the unforgiving 
sneer, he was obviously one of a pair. 


This encounter was the first time Harley had seen the 
Eliminators in person. He'd been running from rumors and 
menacing shadows since the first whispered tip-offs that 
they were after him filtered through the seedy bloodsport 
circles he had inhabited as a pay-for-play sex toy. 


A few people had told him about his coming fate at the hand 
of the Eliminators, but no one, not even vampires he had 
know for thirty years, had stood up for him or offered to help 
him. No one until these humans, these strangers. He 
consoled himself with the certain knowledge that they 
wouldn't have done so either if they knew what he really 
was-a blood-drinking member of the elite undead that 
walked among them. 


70 
Laura Baumbach, Ally Blue, William Maltese 


In the last thirty years Harley hadn't killed anyone since the 
very first hunger consumed him. He'd come close during the 
following few weeks of learning to control the urge to take 
more than he needed, but he'd always believed in live and 
let live, even after the change. 


Besides, killing every man who paid to sleep with you was a 
poor way to build a clientele. Snacking and sipping on 
several johns a night was plenty and the sex was better that 
way too. 


Harley was physically slight and his blood desire was small 
compared to some of his breed. Since his head wound, his 

urges had dwindled to next to nothing. His body demanded 
more, but his stomach couldn't oblige. 


Right now his gut felt like it was turning inside out. 


He stood paralyzed, reluctant to step into the growing pre- 
dawn light and draw a step closer to the same fate that he 
had just slipped away from. He suddenly, surprisingly, 
missed Abe's solid presence. 


Undoubtedly alerted by the vampire ability to sense their 
own, the new stranger instantly locked his gaze onto Harley. 
He just stood by the doorway, confidently waiting for Harley 
to come to him. 


Harley could tell by the way the vampire flared his nostrils 
that he had picked out Harley's scent and found it 
unappealing. It only took a second for the gleam of triumph 
to light up the Eliminator's eyes. This assassin actually 
pursed his lips to keep a twisted smile from showing but 
failed. It chilled Harley more than the other killer's cruel 
sneers had. 


There was a sudden warmth near him and Harley started to 
see Abe at his side. Harley glanced behind to see the two 
other truckers amble out of the men's room and retake their 
seats at the counter. Abe threw an arm across Harley's 
shoulders and shoved him gently forward, his larger body 
blocking the sun from Harley as they walked. 
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“I'm heading west toward Whitehorse.” Abe's deep voice 
boomed over the rattle of plates and the chatter of the 
other diners. “Got room in the cab for one more, if you need 
a ride.” 


Harley watched the smile melt away from the vampire's 
face and he felt like a drowning man thrown a rope from 


shore. He opened his mouth to answer, but surprised 
himself when nothing came out but a shaky breath. 


“Leaving in about fifteen seconds so make up your mind 
damn quick, son.” This time Abe's voice was firm and 
insistent, like a father making a suggestion to a child, but 
actually expecting it to be taken as the order it really was. 


“Yeah. Okay.” Harley licked his lips, unable to break his gaze 
away from the doorway killer's vengeful, burning stare. “l 
could go west.” 


The gray sunlight slid further into the room and Harley felt a 
surge of panic compete with dread. Both wanted to be the 
cause of the headache threatening to crush through his 
head. The pressure the other vamp had applied to his 
healing, still fragile skull had been almost enough to drop 
him to his knees earlier. Its lingering affects made him dizzy 
and his reactions slow. “For a little while. West would work.” 


“Great. Let's go.” Abe pushed Harley forward toward the 
end of the counter where Betty stood with a worn, yellow 
parka in her arms. 


“You're not dressed for this part of the country, child. Take 
this.” She held out the coat to Harley, then fussed and 
circled him until she had worked the too-big coat up his 
arms and over his shoulders, the leather biker jacket 
underneath. 


The coat still had room left in it. 


She zipped up the first few inches of the jacket. “My 
youngest left this behind when he went off on his own. Too 
small for him now. It's been hanging on a peg by the back 
door for a year. Someone might as well get some use out of 


it.” She thrust a lidded Styrofoam cup into his hand and he 
smelled chicken soup. 
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Speechless, Harley could only stare at her and wonder what 
had caused the act of generosity. He liked her scent, but 
he'd barely spoken to her. He managed a jerky nod of 
thanks, then wished he'd done better when that small 
gesture brought a huge smile to her weathered face. 


“You'll find someplace to warm up soon.” Betty patted his 
cheek, then her fingers traveled upward to brush gently 
over the hidden bullet wound under his dark bangs. Harley 
couldn't help but flinch at the unexpected sharp pain her 
light touch caused. 


Betty jerked her hand away and tsked, “Still too cold. Be 
careful, you hear?” 


Abe didn't wait for Harley to find his voice. Coat back on and 
headgear in place to protect his balding head and exposed 
ears, he pushed Harley past the frustrated vampire at the 
door and straight out into the pale dawn. A wave of 
dizziness washed over Harley as he went out the door, but 
he kept moving. 


The vampire followed them out the door. 


Two feet from the exit, the clouds broke and sunlight bathed 
the whole area. Harley heard a hiss of displeasure from 
behind him that made him move faster into the light. 
Disintegrating in sunlight was still better than decapitation 
any day. Quicker, anyway. 


Harley yanked the parka over his head, rolled his fists in the 
fabric and out of the threatening beams of light. He raced to 
the purring rig Abe pointed at, hoping he didn't leave a trail 
of smoke in his wake. 


Huddled in the shadow of the rig, he dove into the cab as 
soon as Abe opened the door and hunched down in the seat, 
coat still over his head. Sliding up until his eyes were level 
with the dashboard, he could just barely see into the diner 
window as Abe pulled out of the parking lot. He made out a 
pair of dark shapes standing off to one side in the shadows 
of the main diner, side by side. He was glad he couldn't see 
their faces. He had enough nightmares as it was. 


73 
Foreign Boys 


Abe pulled the truck back onto the highway and geared up 
to running speed before turning his attention to Harley. 


By now, Harley was nearly on the floor, curled in a ball and 
buried under the baggy parka, in an attempt to avoid the 
beams of sunlight coming through the side window. 


“Why don't you crawl into the back cab, son? There's a nice 
sized bunk and lots of blankets.” Abe jerked a thumb over 
his shoulder at the opening that led to the sleeper 
compartment. “You look like you could use a few hours in 
the rack.” 


Eyes darting between the sleeper and Abe's neutral 
expression, Harley let past experiences and exhaustion rule 
his tongue. “Alone?” 


Abe's expression hardened. “Listen, son, you don't have 
anything | want.” 


“Why are you doing this? You don't know me at all.” 


“Where | come from, we stick together; take care of them 
that need caring for. Whether you admit it or not, son, you 
could use a little being cared for.” 


Abe's voice was quiet and oddly sad. “Get some sleep. Go 
on. Get.” He made an abrupt shooing motion. 


Not having to be told twice, Harley dove for the bunk in an 


uncoordinated scramble that left him dizzy and nauseated, 
but comfortably secluded in the sleeper's windowless nook. 
Without another word, he closed the curtain, shutting out 
the sunlight and the disgruntled look on the man's face. 


He couldn't believe these people. These human strangers 
had stood up for him, even protected him at the diner, 
without wanting something in return. Life, or living death, 
wasn't like that. At least, not the existence he'd been 
leading. 


Shoving a scarred knuckle into his mouth, he bit down and 
tasted the blood, more out of habit now than real desire. 
Lulled by the rhythm of the road and the warmth of the 
blankets and bed, Harley fell asleep with a vague sense of 
contentment and security he couldn't understand. He didn't 
think he liked it. 
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* OK OK OX 


When he woke, Harley was relieved the sun had 
disappeared and the 


truck was still moving. A faint decrease in their speed had 
awakened him, and he watched Abe gear down his engine 
speed as they approached the outskirts of a town. 
Reluctantly, Harley slipped out from under the warm 
blankets to see where he had ended up. 


After Abe announced what direction they were headed in, 
the trailing vampires wouldn't be far behind them. That was 
once they were freed by the fading of the short-lived 
daylight. He was pretty sure their mood hadn't been 
improved by the events in the diner. He was also sure he 
hadn't eluded them by much. Harley would have to move 
quickly once the rig stopped if he planned on disappearing 
among whatever this new huddle of humanity had to offer 
him. 


He slid wordlessly into the passenger seat again; grateful 
Abe kept his greeting to a nod and a pleased-sounding 
grunt. 


The sliver of wood from the bathroom wall burned between 
his shoulder blades, unreachable by himself. His head still 
ached, and the smell of Abe's warm skin awakened his 
appetite. Harley gnawed at the side of one finger until it 
started to bleed. Of late, that had been enough to appease 
the hunger. 


“This here is Kai. It's little, but not too little. You should be 
able to find a place to stay on the north end that won't cost 
you a lot. Try a place called 


'Sugar's'. It's clean.” Abe looked him over silently for a 
moment before asking, 


“Need some cash?” 


There was nothing suggestive or provocative about the 
question, just a note of concern that made Harley's hackles 
rise. “Not staying long.” He sucked on the thin trickle of 
blood from his finger, trying to make it look like a nervous 
habit and not a distraction meant to keep him from piercing 
Abe's jugular for a long drink. 


“You worried about those two we left back there at Betty's?” 
Abe smirked. 
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“Not exactly.” Feeling defensive, Harley was quick to point 
out it was the man's fault he had to keep running. “They 
heard what you said about going west. They'll be following 
us.” 


Abe's smirk widened. “Figured as much.” He pointed up, 
gesturing toward the clear night sky full of stars. “That's 
why you're so far north they'll need a whole season to find 
you. Even then it'd take a pack of bloodhounds to sniff you 
out, son. You might as well be on the dark side of the 
moon.” 


Stunned, it took Harley a moment before he could respond. 
“You lied about where you were headed?” He frowned, 
suddenly unhappy with all the effort this stranger was 
making on his behalf. He didn't need looking after. “For me? 
Why?” 


“Don't hurt a man none to be generous when it doesn't cost 
him anything. 


| was headed this way.” Abe brought the truck to a smooth 
rolling stop at a momentarily deserted intersection. Nodding 


at the line of lights down the main street, he gave Harley an 
encouraging wink. “I'll check back next month when | come 
through. See if you're still here.” He grabbed Harley's hand 

and shook it. 


A faint sheen of moisture transferred from the trucker's 
Sweaty palm to Harley's dry skin. The salt in Abe's 
perspiration seeped into Harley's raw bite marks and made 
them burn. Abe squeezed tight before he let go. 


“Take care, son.” 


Rubbing his burning hand on his jeans to lessen the sting 
and the man's woodsy scent, Harley tried to devise a way to 
seduce Abe into giving up some blood. He knew he might 
not have such an easy opportunity again for days. He gave 
up when he realized he couldn't convince himself to make a 
move on the gruffly protective man. 


Frustrated and angry at this new streak of unwanted 
compassion, Harley threw himself against the door. He was 
out the truck without so much as a nod of thanks. He forced 
himself to not look back as he strode briskly away toward 
what appeared to be the heart of the little town. 
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Half a block later, he heard the truck rev up and slowly purr 
away. He shrugged his shoulders against the cold. The 
movement suddenly reminded him of the wood splinter in 
his back. It stung; the skin hot and irritated. Alone now, he 
felt emptier and more restless than he had in ages. The 
shadows seemed darker here, and the air more frigid. 
Maybe he was on the dark side of the moon. 


The sounds of music and the smell of beer and sawdust 
reached him. A young couple emerged out of a building a 
few feet ahead of him, letting a blast of warmth grab Harley 
and tug him toward its source. He wanted to take advantage 
of his renewed desire for blood and he needed to find a 
willing bedmate to share the evening with. It was too late 
and he was too tired to find a room on his own tonight. 


The sign in the front window proclaimed the bar to be the 
suggested 


“Sugar's”. Harley captured the door as the couple slipped by 
him and wandered into the inviting depth of the small town 
bar, complete with beefy bartender, big screen TV and pool 
tables. It was nicely lit, not too dark, not too bright, and it 
smelled of oak, cue chalk and beer. Peanut shells littered 
the floor here and there and the jukebox played a slow 
country and western song Harley didn't recognize but liked. 
The singer's voice was low, deep and sensual, just the kind 
of voice he preferred. 


He took a moment to let his eyes adjust to the room then 
wandered to the end of the bar and jostled between two 
guys to reach an empty stool. As he sat, he looked at the 
palm of the hand that Abe had shook, surprised by the 
burning sensation that still lingered on his skin. He sniffed 
his hand, perplexed by the strength of the earthy odor of 
the trucker. 


Ordering a bottle of beer to keep up appearances, Harley 
Slipped off the parka and then his leather jacket, letting 
them both fall over the low back of the barstool. Men on 
either side of him jostled his arms in an effort to grab their 
ordered drinks from the bartender, then drifted away to the 
pool tables and vinyl booths. 
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Tired, filled with a hunger that he couldn't name or quench, 
no matter how hard he tried to feed, Harley felt his whole 
body slump. His remaining energy drained away until he 
was boneless and empty. He wondered if he should just sit 
here and wait for his execution squad to find him. He just 
wished he didn't have to spend whatever was left of his life 
alone and feeling so...hollow. 


He knew he'd never have a chance at real love, but this was 
even worse - feeling nothing but emptiness. 


He leaned against the stool's backrest, but the movement 
just intensified the burning between his shoulder blades. 
Instead of shifting forward and relieving the pressure on the 
wound, he pushed back and concentrated on the sharp stab 
of pain his action caused. 


Eyes unfocused, staring blankly at some vague point across 
the room, mind lost in the numbing comfort of the wood- 
induced pain, Harley nearly fell off his seat when a silky 
voice rumbled near his ear. 


“Yellow is a good color on you. Brings out the gold in your 
eyes.” 


The voice was so deep it vibrated all the way down to 
Harley's toes. The heat from the man's body actually 
reached out and touched Harley's chilled skin. 


The radical change in temperature, coupled with the man's 
heady scent, gave Harley gooseflesh. 


“New in town, huh. Looks like you could use a friend.” 


The ailing vampire felt his ass clench and his cock stir from 
real desire for the first time in weeks. Before he turned his 
head to get a look at the stranger, he heard the man inhale 
deeply, sniffing Harley's hair and neck. Harley's cock 
hardened to a full erection and he fought the urge to 
reposition himself in his pants right there and then. He was 
surprised at the man's brazen actions in a public place, 
surrounded by neighborhood bar patrons, but delighted all 
the same. His fantasy lover from every wet dream he had 
ever entertained himself with over the decades danced 
through his mind. The image heightened his already stiff 
response. 
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Harley enjoyed the vision a moment longer then looked up, 
prepared to have his fantasy dashed to bits. No one could 
look as good as that voice sounded. His gaze met a brown 
flannel shirt spread over a well-formed chest that led to 
broad shoulders, a thick corded neck and one of the most 
attractive faces he had ever seen on a man. 


The stranger was tall, brawny, and thirty-ish. His dark hair 
was neatly trimmed and his blue eyes were a pale shade 
that matched the turquoise thunderbird pendant that hung 
around his neck. The silver and stone piece lay against the 
tanned, supple flesh of the man's chest. The metal caught 
the light in brief flashes when the man breathed. 


Harley lifted his gaze higher until it locked onto teal eyes. 
Like one of his own victims, caught in his vampire's thrall 
gaze, he felt unable to glance away. 


The man was so close, Harley could hear the blood pulsing 
through his veins. His hunger rose and he licked his lips, 


automatically shoving his scarred hand into his mouth to 
stem the rapid rise of desire. He was just about to pierce his 
flesh when he realized there was no need to dampen his 
arousal. 


Pretending to wipe away a phantom itch on his upper lip, 
Harley dropped his hand to his lap and shifted his hips 
forward. He'd practiced the move thousands of times and 
knew the pose defined the bulge of his erection against the 
threads of his tight jeans. He watched the man's gaze follow 
his lowering hand, pleased when the glance lingered at his 
crotch. 


“Name's Matt. Matt Rush. I'm glad | decided to stay a little 
longer tonight. 


| was just on my way out the door.” 


Harley leaned closer to the man and covertly inhaled, 
drawing in the scent of male arousal mixed with an odd 
smell that he couldn't quite place. It was a little like Abe's 
but not so close that he would ever mistake them for each 
other. 


This scent turned him on and excited him, almost like a rush 
of fear did. 


Whatever it was, he craved it. 
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“You definitely give me a rush, I'll say that much for you, 
Matt.” Harley looked up through the spiky fringe of his dark 
brown bangs with his best playful smile fixed on his lips. “My 


name's whatever you want it to be. And | can be very 
friendly.” 


He slowly thrust his pelvis forward another inch, spreading 
his thighs and forcing his jeans to pull more tightly across 
his lap. He could feel his cock jerk. 


Matt's sharp inhale of breath told him Matt had seen it. 


“Just got into town. Looking for a place to stay.” He rubbed 
his hand down his lap, letting his thumb run along the 
outline of his cock. “You know a place | can bed down for a 
night?” Matt's gaze followed every movement of Harley's 
hand, the stare so intense, Harley thought he could feel the 
heat from it on his groin. His desire stirred deeper, making 
him lightheaded with need and hunger. 


“I might know a spot, maybe, yeah.” The declaration from 
the big man was almost shy. 


Warm puffs of air blew across Harley's cheek in rapid 
succession, making him realize that Matt was panting. The 
smell of arousal and need from the both of them was 
intoxicating. This was going to be quick and dirty, just the 
way Harley liked it. An attractive john and a warm place to 
Sleep for the night. Things were looking up. Maybe his 
hunger would even last long enough for him to feed 
properly from this hunk of raw, walking sex appeal. 


“I can pay.” Harley slowly batted his long dark eyelashes at 
Matt. “Don't have much money, but,” he flexed his thumb 
against the swollen head of his cock and felt the spot of 
wetness that had seeped through his pants. The movement 
drew Matt's gaze back down to Harley's groin. 


A shiver of desire raced through Harley when he saw Matt's 
nostrils flare as if he had actually smelled the wet pre-cum 


the way the vampire could. “We could work out something, 
don't ya think?” 
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Matt snapped his gaze up from Harley's crotch, a soft, 
secretly amused smile on his lips. “Yeah, we could.” 


“Let's go then.” 


Like a light switch being flipped, Matt suddenly radiated an 
aura of confidence and authority. He took Harley by the arm 
and pulled the vampire off his seat, grabbing the falling 
coats and thrusting them to Harley's chest before the 
vampire's feet hit the ground. 


“I've got a little place the next piece over. We can walk. Not 
much but it's quiet and it's mine.” He eyed Harley from top 
to bottom and back again in a slow, sensual glance. “I know 
just the spot where you can stretch out.” He turned toward 
the back exit and Harley hurried to follow, vaguely 
wondering who had just picked up whom. 


x OK OK x 


Unlike most bachelor places, Matt's house was clean and 
neat, furnished in genuine log cabin style with rough- 
textured wooden tables and sturdy, over-stuffed furniture. It 
smelt of apples and Matt's distinctive scent, one that Harley 
still couldn't place. 


It was warm, cozy and made Harley wish he could leave. He 
didn't want to get comfortable here. Matt made him feel 
restless, aroused, and nervous, like a cornered animal. At 
the same time, he felt protected by the larger man's 


presence, something he'd never experienced before. It was 
amazing how being stalked and hunted like an animal by 
your own kind would make changes in the way you think. 


As a vampire, he'd never needed protection or help from 
anyone else. At full strength, he could take on any john, 
even the ones twice his size. He could handle any problem. 
Any problem until a gun showed up as a new kind of Sex toy. 
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There was a line of yellow symbols painted on the floor just 
past the entrance. Harley carefully stepped over them to 
grab hold of the back of a chair to steady himself as a wave 
of dizziness and nausea rippled through him. It was gone as 
fast as it hit. He leaned against the supporting piece of 
furniture and gestured at the floor paintings. 


“The cafe where | got a ride had those same decorations on 
their floor. 


What's it mean? Some kind of Eskimo welcome?” 
“There aren't any Eskimos here.” 

“You know what | mean, smartass.” 

“It's a kind of a local goodwill chant.” 

“Like a house blessing?” 

“I guess you could call it that, yeah.” 


“Nice. Homey touch.” If it weren't for the sarcasm, it would 
have been a nice compliment. Matt didn't seem to hear the 
intended insult or if he did, he didn't care. 


“Thanks. | like it, but it gets lonely by myself.” Matt closed 
and locked the door behind them. 


The deadbolt sliding home made a sharp clicking sound and 
some of the fear and tension in Harley slipped away. A 
sense of being in a protected sanctuary struck the ailing 
vampire. He hated being so weak that he need help from an 
outside force to do what he couldn’t do for himself anymore. 
It annoyed him and brought out his harsh, defensive side. 


“I like being alone.” His tone was hard and pointed. “Lot less 
trouble.” 


Matt merely winked at Harley, a knowing smile on his 
handsome, 


chiseled face. “I can handle a little trouble.” 


Matt's tone struck Harley as possessive, making Harley 
tense again. “I like my freedom. No chains for me. Ever.” 


“Uh huh.” The irritating, secret smile stayed on Matt's face. 
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“Seriously.” Harley moved further into the room to gain 
some distance from his soon-to-be bedmate of the moment. 
“What's it get you?” 


“Well, let's see.” Matt tossed his keys onto the fireplace 
mantle then turned back to stare into Harley's eyes. 
“Companionship, acceptance, protection. 


Maybe even love?” 


Taken back by the intensity of Matt's gaze, Harley swallowed 
down the bitter reply he'd had on his tongue and muttered, 
“Right.” It was a struggle but, after a moment, he managed 
to break away from the mesmerizing teal-colored stare. 


Moving to the center of the living area, Harley stood in the 
middle of a braided circular rug and looked up. A small 
square skylight showed the starlit sky. A portion of the ever- 
present moon showed its full face and cratered complexion. 
Harley slowly spun in a small circle as he examined the ring 
of symbols painted around the skylight with a perplexed 
stare. Through they were the same type of symbols as on 
the floor, these were blue and seemed different somehow. 


“You even put a blessing on your ceiling?” He threw Matt a 
twisted grin. 


“You're even weirder than | am.” He looked at the skylight 
again, then glanced around the room, noticing the lack of 
any furniture under or near it. “Wouldn't it be more useful 
over the bed? Where you could actually watch the sky?” 


“Trust me, it's perfect right where it's at.” 


After a pause Harley shrugged and mumbled. “Just as well. 
Didn't fancy watching the sun come up anyway. Even if 
there was one around here right now.” 


Slipping off both coats, Harley threw them onto the nearest 
chair, smirking when Matt immediately scooped them up off 
the furniture and hung them on the hooks by the door. 


Matt hung his own Jacket beside Harley's. He paused and 
ran a hand slowly down the sleeve of the yellow parka, his 
nose only inches from the fabric. 
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After a deep breath he released the coat sleeve and slipped 
out of his boots, leaving them neatly on a small mat by the 
door. 


Once again Harley got a chance to admire the man's solid, 
well-muscled body in better lighting. From the top of his 
brown-haired head to the tip of his socked feet the man was 
gorgeous, obviously athletic and powerfully built. 


Fantasy man come to life. 


Resisting a sigh, Harley promised himself he'd leave 
unannounced in a day or two. In the meantime, he'd enjoy 
the moment, like always. He couldn’t hope for more than an 
isolated moment of affection and comfort. A vampire could 
never have more than that. He tore his gaze away from 
Matt's body and looked at his new surroundings. He slipped 
off his wet boots, leaving them in the middle of the room. 


The house had an open floor plan that let Harley see into 
every corner. 


The fireplace in the living area still had embers glowing in 
the hearth. Past a small eat-in kitchen, the back half of the 
room had been transformed into a bedroom. 


A king-sized bed dominated the far corner, box springs and 
mattress supported on a thick wooden platform that 
prevented things from getting shoved underneath it. It was 
covered in a thick pile of blankets with a down comforter 
folded up against the slatted footboard. It looked soft, warm 
and inviting. Harley hoped the sheets were clean. For some 
reason, he didn't want to smell any other lovers but Matt in 
his bed tonight. 


The rising scent of hormones in the air from both of them 
told Harley they were wasting time on pleasantries. 


“Guess It's time to pay the rent, huh?” 


Without another word he stripped the thin Henley shirt off 
his torso and tossed it on the floor. His hands went 
immediately to his belt and snap but two larger hands 
clamped over his from behind, stilling them before he could 
get his zipper down. 
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It was a deep, breathy command that made the hair on 
Harley's neck rise. 


“Sure, if that's what gets you off, gorgeous.” 


Harley shivered at Matt's touch as the large hands moved 
up to rest on his shoulders. The touch was gentle but firm, 
holding Harley in place, but he still flinched when Matt's 
fingers found the inflamed skin around the embedded wood 
between his shoulder blades. 


“You've got a cut here.” 


“Just a piece of wood. Couldn't reach it. It'll work its way out 
eventual— 


Shit!” A sharp pain stabbed through his back and Harley 
jerked forward, but Matt's hand on his shoulder held him in 
place. 


“It's out.” A gentle touch soothed over the inflamed skin. 
“Looks infected though.” 


“| don't get infections.” Flexing his shoulders, Harley could 
tell the wood was gone. The ache and burn were gone too, 
leaving only a dull throb and a small area of heat. It was still 
more discomfort than he should have been able to feel. 
Sighing he admitted, “At least not until recently. It'll be 
Okay.” 


“This will help.” 


A wet lap of tongue over the spot made Harley jump but he 
didn't pull away. It felt good. “You sure you want to do that?” 


Matt didn't answer, just continued to lick at the wound, even 
nibbling at the edges. When he was done, he pulled Harley 
firmly back to rest against him. 


Feeling the heat of arousal rise as Matt pressed against the 
length of his back, Harley closed his eyes and enjoyed the 
warmth. He felt good for the first time in days. Even the 
wound on his back no longer burned. Matt began to 
massage his shoulders, working out the stiff muscles of 
Harley's neck and upper back. 


The vampire relaxed under the heavy touch, fighting an odd 
impulse to escape the intimacy. He'd never shied away from 
a partner before. The urge to 85 
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run hit him hard, then melted away when wet, nuzzled 
kisses brushed over his neck and up into his dark hair. He 
bit off a sigh and leaned back, letting Matt take the majority 
of his weight. Suddenly the self-imposed isolation of his 


entire existence paled and an unrecognizable ache bloomed 
under his breast. He tensed again. 


Matt pressed his body more firmly against Harley, his warm 
breath bathing Harley's neck and sending shivers across his 
Skin. 


The tension in his body eased once more. Harley allowed his 
head to fall back onto a broad shoulder. Matt brought his 
cheek to rest against Harley's, the rough texture of a day's 
growth of beard prickling against Harley's sensitive skin. 


The burn sent a flash of desire straight to the vampire's 
already hard cock. 


Harley kept his eyes closed and panted to keep his arousal 
under control. 


He inhaled deeply and drew in the scent of the man, earthy 
and primal, and something else he couldn't quite remember 
yet. The alien sensation of being cared for and sheltered 
accompanied the smell. Rather than making him bolt for a 
door and freedom, this time a shudder of need rolled 
through his body so powerful it made him gasp. 


Matt slid his hands off of Harley's shoulders and down his 
back to his hips. Rubbing gently at the sensitive skin just 
above the waistline of Harley's jeans, Matt gradually worked 
his fingers along the fabric until the snap of Harley's fly was 
in his hands. Matt eased the snap open and lowered the 
zipper, sliding the loose fabric slowly down. There were no 
briefs under the jeans. 


“Let me help.” Harley shimmied his hips, but strong arms 
grabbed them, stopping the seductive dance. 


"I've got it. Let me." It was a throaty command, almost a 
growl, full of restrained need and want. 


A shudder of desire raced down Harley's spine, but he made 
his voice flip and playful. “Okay by me. If you want to.” 
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"| want to.” Matt intensified his caress, trailing a line of 
kisses down Harley's spine and across each buttock as the 
globes of pale flesh were revealed. 


Strong hands roved over every inch of his chest and 
abdomen, then slid down his legs to push the abandoned 
jeans the rest of the way off. 


Matt slowly dropped to the floor with the pants. While the 
fabric pooled around Harley's ankles, Matt caressed and 
stroked over Harley's sides and outside of his thighs. He 
buried his face in the small of Harley's back and puffed hot 
breaths into the dip of his spine, sending shivers of 
anticipation through the vampire. 


Wrapping his left arm around Harley's waist, Matt massaged 
his way down Harley's right leg, deftly easing jeans and 
socks off. He repeated the slow, sensual process with the 
left leg, then stroked his way back up to rest his hands on 
Harley's abdomen. 


Matt effortlessly rose from his knees, keeping a hand on 
Harley's belly, fingers combing through the fine, dark hairs 
growing there. Matt's other hand swirled up Harley's back, 
callused fingertips moving over the smooth skin of his 
shoulder blades. The hand ran down Harley's spine a dozen 


leisurely times before Matt suddenly stepped away to 
quickly shrug out of his own layers of clothing. 


Nude, Matt slipped his arms around Harley's chest from 
behind again and pulled him backward to press tightly 
against his body. Settling his growing erection firmly against 
Harley's cheeks, he returned his attention to Harley's neck, 
nibbling and nipping the sensitive flesh until Harley 
squirmed and hissed. 


The room spun. Harley found himself clamped chest to 
chest with Matt, a fire of raw need and lust burning in the 
man's heated gaze. It matched his own raging desires. He 
pulled Matt's head down, pressing his lips hard to the 
welcoming mouth. 
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He twisted in Matt's arms, trying to gain a better hold on the 
tall, virile man. Lacing the fingers of both hands through the 
man's thick hair, Harley sealed their mouths more firmly 
together, a groan of real desire escaping him. 


So engrossed in the delicious sensations of Matt's dominant 
tongue exploring every contour of his mouth, Harley barely 
noticed when he was lifted off the floor. He realized he was 
weightless for a millisecond before he landed on the middle 
of the bed and Matt's weight settled over him, pinning him 
in place. 


He wasn't sure how they got there, but it never interrupted 
their kiss. 


Returning each of Matt's caresses stroke for stroke, Harley 
explored the hard-muscled body pressing him into the 


mattress. He was thrilled by the barely restrained energy 
the big man radiated in every electric touch. 


Harley broke away from the kiss to study Matt's face. 
Passion and longing burned in the depths of Matt's hypnotic 
eyes and scorched a blazing path of desire straight through 
to Harley's cock. Harley darted up to recapture Matt's mouth 
in a demanding kiss, eager to take back a little control in 
their coupling, but Matt overwhelmed him again and Harley 
surrendered. 


It was an old game. Harley didn't like the Dom/sub scene 
but he knew how to play it. And in this case, the role might 
be worth it, even if it was real life. 


After long moments of breathless exploration and teasing, 
Matt broke away to lavish feather-light kisses across 
Harley's closed eyelids and flushed face. His gentle 
ministrations were quickly rewarded with small gasps of 
pleasure and the thrusting of Harley's hips. Matt added tiny, 
Sharp nibbles and soothing laps of his tongue to the assault 
on Harley's senses. 


"Christ, Matt." Harley's thrusts became more rhythmic. He 
ground his full erection against Matt's answering arousal, 
hands skimming restlessly over the larger man's arms and 
chest. “Come on, man. Do it.” 


“Not yet.” 

“Why?” Under other circumstances, Harley would have been 
embarrassed by the whine in his voice. 
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“Not until | Know your name.” Matt took Harley's face 
between his hands and stared into his eyes. “Your real 
name.” The burning gaze intensified. “I'll know if you're 
lying.” His voice was deep and guttural, almost playful, but 
his eyes held a distinctly serious gleam. 


Staring into the teal eyes, a minuscule tremble shook 
through Harley's smaller, pinned frame and he found his 
own response came out unsure. “No you won't.” 


Without dropping his gaze from Harley's, Matt merely 
dipped his head slightly as if he was taking a firmer stand. 
“Try me.” 


Harley stared into Matt's face, studying his features, trying 
to decide what it was he found so compelling about the 
rugged man. It wasn't just his good looks. There was 
something primal and wild about him that both excited 
Harley and made him nervous. And defensive. “What 
difference does it make?” 


Placing a chaste kiss on Harley's out-thrust chin, Matt 
stroked over Harley's jawline with his thumbs while still 
holding the vampire's face immobile. 


“I want to know your name before we join.” 


“Join?” Harley snorted and tried to turn his head away. This 
was nothing more than a no strings attached bump and 
grind. The way Matt said 'join' gave the act a lot more 
meaning than it really had. He didn't know why, but it made 
him uncomfortable. “It's only sex.” He squirmed but couldn't 
move under Matt's weight. 


“It's only a name.” 


Again the deep voice sent a thrill through him that rocketed 
to his groin and made his cock ache with neglect. 
Something about Matt made Harley respond to him on an 
instinctive level. Unable to pinpoint it, he finally just gave up 
searching for an answer. His blood lust was rising along with 
his frustrated libido. He wasn't willing to soend any more 
time on the mystery. “Christ, okay. 


Harley. My name's Harley.” 
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“Harley.” A smile split across Matt's face and Harley was 
stunned by the way it transformed the handsome face into a 
gorgeous one. The man's dark hair was mussed, and strands 
fell forward framing his tanned face. It made his eyes seem 
larger and almost luminescent. “Rhymes with snarly. Fits 
you.” 


Peeved at himself for giving in, but not really expecting an 
answer, Harley demanded, “Need the last name too?” 


“I know that one.” Matt gave a small shake of his head. 
“No, you don't.” 


Matt's hips begun making tiny circles that pressed his firm, 
heavy cock into Harley's trapped shaft, distracting him. He 
grunted in frustration when his own hips rose up to increase 
the contact, seemingly on their own. 


“What is it then?” 


“Doesn't matter what it is now. When we're done here 
tonight, it'll be 


'Rush'.” 


“You're delusional.” Harley snorted again, but the calm, 
decisive look in Matt's eyes made him shiver and pause for 
a moment. He tried to laugh it off as all part of the bizarre 
seduction game that came with bedding complete 
strangers. Some just turned out to be crazier than others. 


“Whatever makes the fantasy work for you, guy.” But his 
voice trembled and an odd, fluttery feeling settled in his 
stomach. He pretended it was just his need to feed. 


“Wait and see, Harley.” 


Without another word, Matt renewed his attack on Harley's 
body, 


suckling, nipping, lapping and rubbing at every sensitive 
area Harley knew existed on the human body. He gradually 
worked his way to Harley's straining erection. He lapped at 
the crease between Harley's groin and one thigh, delicately 
running a rough tongue over the sensitive crease. Wrapping 
his arms around Harley's slender hips, Matt pulled him 
closer and kneaded the taut muscles of Harley's ass. 
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Pushing conversation from his thoughts, Harley moaned and 
his hands wandered restlessly through Matt's hair, stroking 
his face and rubbing at his scalp. He thrust up and then 
pulled away, confused by his own needs. He wasn't like this 
with johns. He didn't respond to every touch and caress like 
it was the first one he had ever had, but tonight he didn't 
need any of his patented fake moans or groans. Matt 
brought out his true sex drive and kicked it into high gear. 


He buried his hands in the mass of thick hair on Matt's head, 
following the path of Matt's head as it dipped and swayed, 
licking over every square inch of Harley's taut stomach and 
groin. Just when he was sure Matt was going to give him the 
best blowjob of his life, the phone on the bedside table rang. 


On the second ring, an answering machine in the living area 
picked up. A woman's voice drifted to them, but neither 
stopped what they were doing. 


“Deputy Rush? | know you like the night shift best, even on 
your days off, so | didn't think it would hurt to call now. 
Thought maybe | could catch you at home.” A sigh of 
disappointment reached across the line. “Anyway, Chief 
Miller wanted me to call and remind you that you agreed to 
take Deputy Logan's shift tomorrow night so he can attend 
the Sheriff's Ball. Sorry you're not going. | was hoping to see 
you there.” Another longing sigh. “Bye, Deputy.” 


Harley ignored the first few words from the disembodied 
voice, 


concentrating on the delicious feeling of Matt's tongue on 
his balls instead. 


Ignored them right up until their meaning crashed through 
his sex-addled brain. 


“FUCK!” Harley rocketed up and scrambled to pull his lower 
half out from under Matt's restraining weight. The strong 
hands clamped around his hips dug in deep and held on 
tight while Matt dragged Harley bodily back down. 


“Jesus, motherfucking, son of a bitching COP!” Harley kicked 
and snarled, squirming with all of his remaining vampire 
strength, livid and outraged with betrayal. “You goddamned, 
fucking bastard!” 


“Just wait a damn minute, Harley!” 
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Ignoring the firm command, he swung a punch at Matt's 
head and was rewarded by having both his wrists pinned to 
the mattress, each one encased in a firm grip and planted 
squarely down by his shoulders where he couldn't get any 
leverage to twist away. If there had been a scant chance 
that feeding from the man would have increased his 
chances of escape, Harley would have bitten Matt. 


As it was, he couldn't even get his head up off the mattress. 
His vampire strength wasn't completely gone, but even with 
it he was overpowered and helpless in Matt's grip, pinned 
under the hard-muscled, sculptured body and pressed into 
the soft, clean bed. Harley supposed there were worse ways 
to get arrested for solicitation. But this one was going to be 
a bitch to talk his way out of. 


He had actually forgotten about all the reasons he had 
picked up Matt in the first place. 


“Just stop fighting me and listen, damn it.” 


Despite his anger, Matt's voice sent a tingle of anticipation 
through Harley's still eager body. He stopped struggling and 
lay panting, staring defiantly up at his captor. 


He couldn't read the look on Matt's face, but the scent of 
increasing arousal was heady in the air. It seemed a little 
struggle turned them both on. 


Handcuffs might be in his immediate future, but he didn't 
think arresting him was on the man's mind. 


“Fuck!” 


“We were about to.” Matt dipped his head down and claimed 
Harley's tense lips until they parted for him. “Even cops 
have sex, enjoy sex, Harley.” 


He kissed Harley's eyelids closed. “And I'm off duty.” Then 
his nose and each cheek, the touch a light brush that made 
Harley's skin gooseflesh. 


“On my own time. With you.” He nipped at Harley's chin, 
then soothed it with a lick. “Right where I'm supposed to be. 
Where I want to be.” 
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Cutting off any comment Harley might make, Matt captured 
the 


vampire's mouth. He thoroughly explored it with his tongue 
and lips until Harley knew Matt could tell how many teeth 
the vampire had. 


The urge to drop his fangs made his jaw ache, but he held 
back. Matt had already proven he was more than a match 
for Harley in the fight department. He knew he was 
weakened, but not so far gone that a man, even a brawny, 
muscular man, should be able to overpower him. His end 
was definitely near. So why ruin what was proving to be a 
great night of sex? Harley moaned and relaxed, 
surrendering. 


The hold on his wrists didn't lessen at first, but Matt leaned 
in and attacked every erogenous zone Harley owned. First 
he bit the soft skin of Harley's neck hard enough the 


vampire knew it would leave a mark. It sent a flush of 
pleasure to blaze along his nerve endings. A trail of enticing 
caresses and soft, wet, nibbling kisses mapped out the 
contours of his torso and groin. 


Just as Harley felt himself ready to explode, a strong touch 
encircled the root of his cock and a firm pressure dampened 
the fire to a dull ache. 


"Not so fast, Harley.” While keeping a firm grip in place to 
quell Harley's pending climax, Matt kissed the tip of Harley's 
Shaft, lapping at the underside of the reddened cap, tasting 
the sampling of pre-cum collecting in the slit. Harley would 
have suggested a condom, but he knew the man couldn't 
catch anything from him. Vampires didn't carry infections. 
Usually. 


Licking his way around the spongy head, Matt bathed the 
sensitive tip in saliva then suckled it dry again. Turning his 
grip into a slow massage up and down the hard shaft, he 
began to stroke over the sac beneath it. Harley's hips 
moved in time to the rhythm. 


Smoothing the traces of saliva and pre-cum over Harley's 
cock, Matt aligned their bodies. He lowered himself to rest 
his weight fully on Harley until their arousals slid against 
each other. The slightest motion sent waves of sizzling lust 
up Harley's spine. 
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Harley moaned, then bit his lip when it brought a smile to 
Matt's lips. 


Ducking down to capture the sound with his mouth, Matt 
delivered a deep kiss that stole both the moan and Harley's 
breath away. 


Propping himself up on his elbows on either side of Harley's 
chest, Matt began to grind and thrust into Harley ina 
breath-taking dance of pure lustful need. Harley responded 
to the explosive rhythm and matched it. 


Matt gracefully shifted off Harley's body to settle between 
his legs. He captured Harley's pleasure-glazed stare in his 
own and then swallowed Harley's erection to the base. Matt 
sucked and swallowed, using one hand to hold Harley's 
writhing hips to the mattress and the other to caress the 
soft skin around his spread ass. Harley grunted and rocked 
as Matt ran a finger over the skin between Harley's scrotum 
and the opening to his body. 


Nearing the edge of climax, Harley moaned and bucked as 
Matt worked a spit-covered finger roughly into Harley's 
opening. Matt released Harley's shaft and began to lick and 
nip at it as he worked two more fingers in. Matt angled 
every hard thrust of his hand to rub over Harley's prostate, 
making him shudder with pain-tinged pleasure. One hand 
massaged Harley's tight sac as he worked his fingers in and 
out, establishing a rhythm of stroking and thrusts. 


"Come on fantasy man, do me!" Harley literally vibrated 
with tension, his body screaming with the need. He needed 
to come, he needed to feed and he needed for this not to 
end. 


Suddenly his orientation shifted as his position changed. 
Before he knew it he was kneeling on the bed on all fours, 
ass in the air, hips held in place by Matt's powerful hands. 
His knees were shoved apart and a slicked, iron-hard poker 


of heated flesh jabbed at the waiting entrance to his body. 
His asshole puckered and clenched at the intrusion, then 
grasped the thick shaft as it inched in and pulled out ina 
smooth, slippery slide of hard flesh on flesh. 


“Fuck!” 
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Once again his body was suddenly lifted and repositioned. 
Pulled back onto Matt's thickly muscled thighs, Harley found 
himself in Matt's lap, ass filled with every inch of the other 
man's cock. Strong arms embraced him from behind, 
clasping his back tightly to Matt's broad chest. 


A hand brushed over his nipples, tweaking and rubbing 
them to stiff peaks. They burned and crinkled, erect and 
excited. His cock jutted out from between his widespread 
thighs, knees bent and calves held apart by Matt's. The 
moderate growth of dark coarse hair on the man's legs and 
groin brushed against sensitive areas of Harley's ass and 
inner thighs and the sweet, teasing friction made his cock 
ache with need. 


The sliding pressure in his ass sent jolts of electric pleasure 
up his spine with each thrust. An added little twist of Matt's 
hip at the end of the thrust hit Harley's prostate every now 
and then. Each hit made his vision blur and the room dim. If 
it had been on target with each thrust, Harley was sure he'd 
have passed out from it. The stretch and burn at his opening 
each time Matt plunged deep enough that his cock was 
buried to its stout, flared base sent a special thrill straight to 
Harley's brain. 


His hair was grabbed and his head was gently but forcibly 
bent back. 


Matt's earthy scent filled Harley's nose and mouth. He could 
almost taste the rich tang of the man's blood. The smell was 
pungent, full of sweat and hormones with a touch of 
something Harley still could not identify. The smell piqued 
his arousal like nothing else ever had. 


Matt nipped and licked the length of Harley's exposed neck, 
raising blood to the surface with a few overly sharp bites. 


The rough play pushed Harley's blood lust higher and he 
reached for his cock to sate at least one of his body's needs. 
Before they could reach their goal, both his hands were 
Snapped up and captured in Matt's square palms. 


“I got this one, lover. It's all on me.” 
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Matt spread his thighs, forcing Harley's to open wider as 
well. He clasped Harley's wrists in one hand and held the 
vampire's arms to his chest in an unyielding embrace. Cock 
barely leaving Harley's body, Matt began a series of rapid 
thrusts, each movement pressing his shaft deeper and 
deeper, stretching the nerve-filled ring of guardian muscle 
and sliding unerringly over the swollen nub of Harley's 
prostate. 


“Satan's son! Bastard!” Harley writhed and bucked. 


The stimulation sent spasms through him, shivers and bolts 
of feelings so intense Harley could only describe them as 
surreal. He grunted and moaned, his cock iron-hard, a deep 


hue of red that told him where most of his scant blood 
Supply was currently circulating. His nipples burned, the 
bites on his neck scalded his skin, his wrists hurt, his mind 
reeled and his ass had become the focus of his entire world. 
He felt full, electric, terrified, restless and exhausted, and he 
needed something to bite. He needed to touch his cock, to 
get that last bit of pressure, stimulation, contact, to push 
him over the edge, but Matt wouldn't let go of him. In this 
position, he wasn't close enough to anything to bite. 


“Bastard, bastard, bastard!” 


He was going to burst into flame any minute now, he was 
sure of it. He bucked and squirmed trying to free himself 
from Matt's hold, needing release but not really wanting to 
leave Matt's arms. He didn't want this to end, but it had to. 
He needed to cum and he needed to feed. He'd lose his 
mind if he didn't. 


Throwing his head back, Harley tossed it from side to side, 
trying unsuccessfully to make some kind of contact with 
Matt's body. A ridge of flesh, a fold of skin, anything he 
could sink his fangs into for a taste. All he could handle 
anymore was a small taste, and he needed it more now than 
he had in all his decades as a vampire. 


Suddenly, hot lips pressed to the bullet scar on his temple 
and the room swam as a wave of dizziness crashed over 
him. A sharp cry of pain escaped him, 96 
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then a beefy wrist was jammed into his open mouth before 
he could pull his head away. 


Harley didn't even think about what he was doing before his 
fangs descended and he was slurping and gulping down 


mouthful after mouthful of rich, slick blood. His swallows 
were in time to the deep thrusts in his ass. He came as the 
first droplets of blood coated his tongue, a pulsing thin 
stream of pink-tinged cum that splashed his flat, pale 
abdomen and lean thighs, filling the air with the scent of his 
own release, nearly overwhelming the taste of the ambrosia 
on his lips and in his mouth. 


Matt's human heartbeat pounded through the man's broad, 
Sweaty chest and thumped against Harley's back in time to 
his swallows. A flood of heated cum suddenly shot up his 
ass, the fluid burning every cell it touched, creating a chain 
reaction of building pleasure as more and more of it spread 
into his body, absorbed and channeled to his nervous 
system, enveloping his every fiber in an erotic seizure of 
pleasure and passion. Even the insistent, wet tongue strokes 
against his head wound became tolerable. He had no idea 
what just happened to him, but it left him euphoric and 
dazed. 


His stomach growled with pleasure. Harley couldn't stop 
himself from drinking more. He didn't take time to question 
why the wrist had been offered or why it continued to be 
offered without a struggle. They all struggled at the first 
bite, but he could keep his victims cooperative with a 
hypnotic gaze and distracting lick of their cock, or a shift 
and jut of his talented ass. He could do none of those things 
right now, and yet the wrist remained at his lips. 


He used both hands to grasp the sinewy arms holding him 
tightly to Matt's muscular body, desperate for the moment 
to continue no matter what the reason. Despite the pain he 
knew his teeth were causing, Matt kept his wrist pressed 
firmly to Harley's lips. 


Swallowing down a final gulp of the rich, exotic tasting 
blood, Harley barely registered Matt's second release inside 
of him. Unusually groggy with the 97 
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newly gorged-on blood, he regretted when Matt's still hard 
cock slid from his ass, leaving him awash with a hollow, 
lonely feeling. His eyes fluttered closed and when he forced 
them back open, he was lying on his back on the bed, his 
head propped up on a soft pillow, legs splayed out on either 
side of Matt's kneeling body as it loomed over him. His 
wrists were again encased in Matt's grip, one on either side 
of his hips. 


Harley licked the last of the blood from his lips, savoring the 
familiar yet unidentifiable and unique flavor of the man. 
Eyelids heavy with a strange euphoric feeling that battled 
with his predatory vampiric nature, Harley shivered and 
twitched. Fear, excitement, pleasure—he wasn't sure what it 
was, but it buffeted his senses and confused him. 


Fangs still absentmindedly descended, he smiled up ata 
waiting Matt and licked his lips again, Matt's flavor 
becoming more distinct and recognizable. 


“You taste good.” 


His eyelids drooped and he forced them wide again to stare 
up at Matt's face. The man looked smug and slightly 
expectant, as if he was waiting for Harley to say something 
more. The vampire obliged, a sleepy, indistinct mutter to his 
words. 


“You taste... | don't know, kind of — wild. Primal.” He raked 
his teeth over his tongue, reawakening the lingering tang of 
rich blood. “Kinda scares me a little, but it makes me feel 


good, too.” He closed his eyelids and searched his brain for 
a name to describe the taste. It was on the tip of his tongue, 
he just needed to concentrate. “Powerful and woodsy. 
Reminds me of a wild beast in the forest.” 


Eyelids popping open, Harley blinked at the shimmering 
vision of Matt's looming, naked body in front of him. Matt's 
dark hair was mussed, his broad shoulders flexed as he 
knelt between Harley legs, bent forward slightly to pin 
Harley's wrists to the bed down low on the mattress, cock 
still long and thick and hard, proudly jutting up between 
them. 
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Matt was masterful, gorgeous and delicious. Even now the 
scent of the man's blood filled the air and teased Harley's 
darker desires. Harley's long dead soul stirred in his chest 
and he swore his still heart gave a thunderous beat. He 
frowned, giving an unwilling voice to his thoughts. 


“You're—.” About to reveal the sudden rush of 
uncharacteristic emotion and longing for the man, Harley 
faltered as a name for Matt's flavor finally popped into this 
head. “You're... /ycan!” 


“Jesus, holy fuck, son of Satan, son a bitcccch!” Harley 
jerked and kicked, flinging his head and bucking, scrambling 
and convulsing to escape Matt's relentless, unyielding grip. 
“Christ almighty, motherfucker, spawn of the devil's dog, let 
me go!” He spat on the floor, trying to rid his mouth of the 
taste of his lover, more for spite than from a desire to have 
it gone. 


“Bastard, bastard, bastard! Werewo/fi Heathen bastard!” He 
twisted, jerked, writhed and arched but he never gained an 
inch of freedom. 


Matt waited until Harley had nearly exhausted himself then 
Slowly lowered his body until they were chest to chest and 
face to face. 


“And you're vampire.” 


“No shit!” Defiant, Harley licked a smear of blood from his 
lips, then grinned around his still extended fangs. “What 
was your first clue, Deputy?” 


Pulling one of Harley's bitten and scarred hands off the bed, 
Matt examined it more closely. A frown marred his 
handsome face as he ran a thumb over the tortured skin. “A 
sick vampire.” 


He tucked the hand down under the combined weight of 
both their 


bodies, then used his free hand to brush Harley's sweaty 
bangs aside to reveal the healing bullet wound. “You 
survived a bullet wound to the head without bleeding out. 
Tough one, even for a vampire. That's one for the books, 
isn't it?” 


All his concern and caring was met with a fierce glare and 
silence from Harley, until Matt touched the wound and 
Harley gasped and jerked his head away. 
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“Still hurts?” Matt's frown deepened. His fingers brushed 
over the wound again. 


This time it didn't hurt quite as much but Harley still buried 
the side of his face in the pillow to minimize the contact. 
He'd have bitten Matt's fingers if he didn't think his already 
too-full stomach would rebel at receiving more blood. 


Retreating from Harley's wound, Matt used his hand to turn 
the vampire's face back to him. “Mangled your senses didn't 
it? You really didn't know I was lycan until you tasted my 
blood. | would never have believed it if | hadn't seen it for 
myself. You are something special, Harley.” 


Harley blinked at the look of awe in Matt's eyes and in his 
voice. No one else so far had thought his surviving had been 
anything but a freak living through a freak attack. The 
admiration was disconcerting. The look of affection and 
pride in Matt's eyes was highly disturbing. That flopping 
sensation inside his chest happened again and he swore he 
felt a beat under his rib cage. The whole moment made him 
speechless. 


When Harley didn't respond, Matt added, “I can make it 
better.” 


“What?” 


“The pain from the bullet wound.” He jutted his chin at the 
scar. “| can make it better faster, over time. Just like the 
wound on your back.” 


Harley flexed his shoulders and realized the burn from the 
splinter was completely gone as if it had never been there. 
He gave Matt a narrowed eye glare. “How'd you do that?” 


“In each pack there is one who is the healer. I've been given 
the gift in mine.” 


Searching the room as if more werewolves were going to 
spring from the closets, Harley demanded, “Where's the rest 
of them?” 


“Not close. I've been on my own here for a year or so. 
Waiting for my mate to arrive.” He stroked tenderly over 
Harley's lips, playfully rubbing the tips of his fangs in the 
process. “And now you have.” 
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He kissed the tip of Harley's chin and nuzzled his neck while 
his hips began to slide over Harley's, hard cock to soft. The 
action smeared the fluid from their combined releases into 
each other's skin. 


Speech edged with a harsh sarcasm and the hesitant 
confusion caused by exhaustion, Harley relaxed 
nonetheless, allowing himself to enjoy the little kisses and 
soft caresses Matt lavished on his sensitive neck. “I'm on 
the run, crazy man. 


Away from people, not tothem. And especially notto a 
furball like you. Animal.” 


Matt ignored the half-hearted insult and probed for more 
information. 


“From the guy that did this?” 


“No.” It came out as more of a snort than a word. “He's long 
dead.” 


Harley tried to look at Matt, to gauge what the 
man/werewolf was thinking, but his eyelids wouldn't 
cooperate. He hadn't felt this tired in decades, if ever. “I've 
got bigger problems than that asshole.” 


“Vampire hunters?” 


His whole world had narrowed down to Matt's strong, 
inquisitive voice and Harley responded to it without wanting 
to. He wanted to sleep instead. God, he hated feeling this 
weak. 


“Worse. Vampire vampire hunters.” He sighed and licked his 
lips, absently noting that his fangs had receded along with 
his ability to stay awake. 


“Eliminators.” 
“Whoa!” 


The surprise was there, but Harley had expected it to be 
more pronounced and panicked. The thought of the 
assassins panicked him. Usually. Just not right now for some 
reason. 


“Yeah. So get off me. | gotta go.” Not a single muscle in his 
body responded besides his tongue. That didn't get him off 
the bed or out from under Matt's reassuring weight. 


“You need me.” 
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“You can't help, he-man.” Harley yawned and his eyes 
fluttered. He forced them open suddenly, but they dropped 


closed again as Matt's soothing warmth continued to soak 
into him. “I need a miracle, not a werewolf.” It was a slurred, 
mumbled protest. 


“How much time have we got?” 


“One night, maybe two.” Harley stirred and pushed feebly at 
Matt's hands, eyelids still closed. “Now let me go. Gotta 
leave soon.” His head dropped low then, wobbly, bobbed 
back up with an indignant outburst. “And we don't have any 
time. | travel alone remember?” 


“Not any more, Harley. Unlike vampires, wolves protect their 
own.” 


The whispered words tickled his ear and sent a shiver down 
his spine, promise and threat rolled into one. 


“I'm not yours.” Harley fought a yawn and lost. 
“So you keep saying.” 


A light kiss landed on his lips, then Matt's tongue parted 
Harley's lips and teased over his sensitive fangs almost 
making them drop again. Harley suppressed a moan and 
clamped his mouth shut. He'd have bitten the irritating 
werewolf if he didn't know the taste of lycan's blood would 
raise his libido again. 


His cock would willingly stay up, but he couldn't. 
“Fuck you.” 


The snort of laughter tickled just as much as the breathy 
whisper had. 


“We'll see. Maybe.” 


Soothing one last lick and kiss over the healing bullet wound 
scar, Matt moved up to peck little kisses over Harley's pale 
face. He petted the disarrayed, shaggy hair back from 
Harley’s forehead and stroked a hand through the strands, 
tenderly ghosting his fingers over the bullet wound. 


For once, Harley didn't even jerk away or protest. He'd 
never admit it out loud, but it felt kind of good. 
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Shifting his weight to one side, Matt pulled an unresisting 
and heavy-limbed Harley on top of him and settled the 
smaller body into the crook of his side. Harley automatically 
held on. 


Arms entwined, Matt snagged a blanket and pulled it up to 
cover Harley's chilled body. Running a hand through Harley's 
hair, Matt nudged Harley's head until it was nestled 
comfortably on his chest and waited. 


“Fucking furball.” Exasperated, Harley patted down the 
section of Matt's thick, dark chest hair to keep it from 
tickling his nose, then drew another breath to protest the 
entire move from bed to chest, but faded off to sleep before 
it escaped his lips. 


* OK OOK x 


His dreams were about midnight runs and moonlight 
seductions, full of sex and complex emotions he'd rather not 
explore. The amazing part wasn't so much the feelings the 
dreams evoked in Harley as it was the fact that he was 
having them at all. His last dream had been when he was 
twenty-three and still human, thirty years ago. Back then he 


had wanted mundane things like a nice apartment, an 
ordinary job and a lover to share it all with who wouldn't 
care he had been a hustler before meeting him. All those 
dreams died when he had, and life as a vampire hadn't 
afforded him any new ones. 


Although these dreams didn't include ordinary events like 
his old ones, the feelings of contentment, of being needed 
and loved, were much the same. 


Though he couldn't visualize anyone else in the dream with 
him, every one of his senses told him the underlying reason 
for the happiness was the man he'd just had sex with -- 
made love with, if he was being honest. Matt's scent and 
presence was the one prevailing factor throughout the 
dreams. The realization irritated him to no end and thrilled 
him unlike anything had in decades. 
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Contentment was a loser's game he couldn't afford to let 
himself be lulled into. Subconsciously aware of the danger 
of attachments in his troubled, waning existence, Harley 
fought happiness at every turn, even in this rediscovered 
dream. The ground he was peacefully lying on shook and 
the cloak of comfort and dream-fueled bliss shattered 
around him. Harsh reality invaded his death sleep and 
yanked him awake prematurely. 


Still groggy from both his sexual and physical appetites 
being sated for the first time in way too long, Harley jerked 
awake to a thunderous growl of a wild animal. Jackknifing to 
an upright position, he found himself alone, naked, tangled 
in the sheets of Matt's bed. 


By the footboard stood a dark haired, massive, muscle- 
bound werewolf. It growled deep in its throat, the sound so 
raw, powerful and vicious it made the hair on Harley's arms 
and neck stand on end. He knew instinctively this was Matt 
in his other form, but all the same, he was relieved to see 
the lycan's attention was riveted on the overhead skylight 
and not him. 


“Matt?” 


Nothing but a low growl answered him, but Harley knew it 
was meant as a warning to be silent. Managing to untangle 
himself enough to rise to his knees, he watched as Matt 
swiftly stooped and whisked the round braided rug from the 
floor, to reveal a blue circle of symbols that matched the 
ones around the skylight directly about them. The rug flew 
across the room to land in a heap under a window. As it 
smacked the wall and slid to the floor, Harley noticed 
symbols painted on the windowsill, yellow like the ones by 
the front door. 


He tried to untangle his legs from the sheets, but failed 
before the skylight burst inward, blanketing the room with a 
thousand shards of tinted glass. The room seemed to 
explode with noise, shattered wood and rumbled growls as 
two indistinct, but familiar dark-clothed bodies hurtled down 
through the narrow opening, one after the other. 
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In battle stance, crossbows in hand and ready, the two 
Snarling 


Eliminators landed gracefully on their feet. Ignoring 
everything else, it took them less than a millisecond to zero 


in on Harley where he knelt, trapped in the sheets, on the 
end of Matt's bed. Both fired their weapons at the same 
time. Oblivious, Harley tried to blink away the sleep and 
watch the action in the room. 


Shifted into full lycan form, Matt was a fearsome sight. 
Easily a foot taller than when in his human shape, he 
became broader, thicker and decidedly more intimidating in 
looks alone. Add in the vicious, rumbling growl that shook 
the house rafters, to the wicked slash of his extended, 
massive claws and five-inch canines, he put the Eliminators' 
merely over-sized human fangs and ordinary builds to 
shame. Even their vampire strength and lightning reflexes 
couldn't save them. 


As the vampires took aim, Matt lunged forward, knocking 
one crossbow down with his foot while he tore the other 
from the nearest vampire's grip with his hands. He took the 
vampire's arm as well, amputating it from the tall, angular 
one's shoulder with the force of the impact. He used the 
momentary surprise to tear out the vamp's throat, then 
Snapped his spine at the neck, severing the head from body. 
In one smooth move, he threw the head onto the discarded 
rug under the window, then hefted the body and tossed it 
after its owner. It only took a second for the body parts to 
disintegrate into ash and scatter on the floor like so much 
dust. 


Harley watched in amazement, the whole scene occurring 
faster than his sleep-addled brain could comprehend it. A 
sudden burning in his side drew his bleary gaze downward 
and he noticed for the first time there was an arrow lodged 
under his left rib cage. The shaft was made of white ash and 
it literally burned his flesh. 


Hissing as a tendril of smoke rose from the fresh wound, 
Harley managed to snap one end off the arrow. A swift yank 
and he'd tugged the shaft out of his side, surprised at how 
little it actually hurt. He was shocked when it began to 105 
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heal, slower than it should have for a vampire, but much 
faster than he had been healing. 


He jerked wider awake, his gaze jumping back to the center 
of the room where Matt stood looming over the remaining 
vampire. This was the one that had stood at the cafe door 
and waited for Harley to come to him. Obviously of a more 
patient disposition than his partner had been, he again 
stood and just waited, empty crossbow pointed at the floor. 


“You're healing again.” More observant and calmer than 
expected with an enraged lycan sniffing his throat, the 
remaining vampire nodded at Harley's side. “How?” His 
narrowed gaze swung between Matt and Harley, than 
landed on Matt. “You? You did this?” 


“Lycan protect their own.” 


“He's Vampyre not Lycan!” The Eliminator spit on the floor 
and snarled, 


“We take care of our own.” 


Matt bared his teeth. “We don't destroy our injured.” He 
stepped closer to the edge of the circle and growled, deep in 
his throat. The glass in one window rattled. “We care for 
them until they are strong again, as he will be soon enough. 


Remember that, assassin.” 


“He's still not a Lycan.” It came out between gritted teeth, 
fangs extended and glistening in the moonlight shining in 
from the hole in the ceiling. “He's nothing but a little blood- 
sucking whore moving from one bed to the next.” 


“Doesn't matter.” Matt cocked his head so he could see 
Harley, giving the kneeling vampire a slow, appreciative 
head-to-toe glance. Then he locked stares with the assassin 
again and firmly stated, “He lays in a Lycan bed now.” 


The vampire sniffed the air, then shot a murderous look at 
Harley, his voice outraged and disbelieving. “You joined with 
a Lycan? Are you out of your mind?” 


Wanting to deny it for appearances sake in front of Matt, but 
knowing it was the truth, Harley clamped his mouth shut 
and kept it that way. He was still 106 
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having trouble shaking off the last of his death sleep to be 
all that coherent anyway. At least he could blame it on that. 


In the answering silence, the vampire's startled gaze 
continued to whip from Matt to Harley and back again. “You 
took a vampire as a mate? He's an abomination! Diseased. 
Defective.” 


Matt shook his head. “He will heal in time.” 


“For all the good it will do him.” The vampire snorted and 
fingered the useless weapon in his hands. “There is a death 
mark on him now.” 


“Then see that it's removed.” The werewolf gave a pointed 
glance at the dust on the floor that was all that remained of 


the other Eliminator. “Or those that try to collect on it again 
will meet the same end as your companion did.” 


To Harley, Matt seemed to grow larger and more ferocious 
with every growled and snarled sentence. “My pack mates 
will rise up to meet the challenge if my mate continues to 
be hunted. Go back and tell your kind that.” 


He snapped at the vampire again, ripping a small wound in 
the assassin's his right cheek. The vampire flinched but 
didn't pull away. Matt tasted the blood, licking his lips as it 
dripped from his snout. “And if you return, | won't be this 
generous a second time.” He snapped at the air in front of 
the vampire. 


This time the Eliminator jerked his head back a scant inch in 
anticipation of a bite that didn't come. He snarled and 
yanked the empty crossbow up, the frustrated expression on 
his face revealing how much he wished it had another arrow 
in it. Even so, he remained as if rooted to the spot, nothing 
to do, but unable to leave. 


Something about the vampire's rigid stance told Harley the 
vampire wasn't remaining still by choice. He watched Matt 
circle the ring of blue symbols, snarling and occasionally 
Snapping at the unmoving vampire, taunting him like a wolf 
circled and harassed its prey before the kill. 


Harley wasn't sure how, but in a shimmering instance Matt 
changed from werewolf to man. Human, naked and 
weaponless, he was still almost as large 107 
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and intimidating as he had been as Lycan. He swept an arm 
outward and commanded, “Leave. While you still can.” 


The Eliminator looked up at the opening he had jumped 
through fifteen feet above him. He flicked a disgruntled 
glance at Harley then gave Matt a steely glare. “You'll heal 
him?” 


Completely unaffected by his naked state, Matt moved to 
stand by the end of the bed, in front of Harley, blocking him 
from the other's hard stare. “He's already better. You saw 
that for yourself. He'll be strong again.” 


“But not completely normal.” It wasn't a question. 
“He's a vampire. What's normal about that to begin with?” 


The Eliminator's glare hardened, but he remained silent. 
Springing to the balls of his feet, he jumped though the 
broken skylight and disappeared as suddenly as he had 
arrived. 


Matt moved to a wall switch and hit a button. The buzz of a 
motor faintly filled the sudden stillness as a metal cover slid 
over the skylight blocking out the moon and stars. Once it 
was sealed he moved to the edge of the bed and pulled 
Harley to him, tangled sheets and all. 


Surprising himself by melting into Matt's embrace, Harley 
grabbed hold of the man's thick biceps and tilted his head 
back to look him in the eye. “Why didn't he fight back?” 


“He couldn't.” He jerked his head toward the matching 
circles of blue paintings on the floor and ceiling. “The magic 
of the ring kept him contained.” 


“Magic?” The insistent, warm arms encircling him tightened. 
Harley felt a rush of desire shiver through him, stiffening his 
already hard cock. Danger tended to do that to him. The 
fact that Matt had been sporting a hard on during most of 


the action hadn't escaped his notice either. Now he had time 
to appreciate it and pay attention to it. He slipped a thigh 
between Matt's knees and wriggled his hips just a little. 
Matt's sharp look and hungry stare was enough to 
encourage him. 
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“Lycan and Vampyre societies have been at odds for 
centuries. You know that.” Matt kissed the tip of Harley's 
nose, one hand slipping down to knead Harley's ass. “It's an 
ancient spell. It protects those within its boundaries from 
vampires. They can't cross it.” 


“Bullshit. / crossed it.” He grunted as Matt lifted him off the 
bed and moved him backward, crawling onto the bed. 


“You belong here.” Carrying Harley, Matt walked on his 
knees to the center of the nest of blankets. 


“So you keep saying.” 


“You will, too, soon enough.” Matt swooped down and 
claimed Harley's lips, ravaging his mouth, battling his 
tongue and sending another electric shock of want and 
desire through the vampire's core. 


By the time Matt released him, Harley swore even his dead 
soul took notice of the fiery passion that kiss ignited. It was 
as exciting as it was unnatural for the vampire. “So, is magic 
how you plan on keeping me here?” 


Pushing Harley backward, Matt flopped them both down on 
the bed. 


“Only if you consider love, loyalty and desire for my mate to 
be magic.” 


His hand found Harley's cock and began to examine it in 
great, loving detail. He gripped both their cocks together in 
one hand began to pump them in a slow, seductive rhythm 
as he licked and kissed a random pattern over Harley's neck 
and chest. 


His touch renewed Harley's interest in foreplay until panic 
and reason asserted themselves. “Stop that.” 


He tried to nudge Matt's head up with his chin. “I'm not your 
mate.” His hips rose up to meet Matt's on their own despite 
his strained words. “Are you crazy?” 


He panted through a sudden rush of desire that surged up 
his cock and buried itself in his belly, shaft harder and more 
eager in no time, teased to complete fullness by Matt's hard 
cock and knowing grip. 
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“Vampire here, remember, asshole?” Harley snapped at 
Matt's chin, missing when Matt arched out of his reach. The 
movement pulled Matt's head back and shoved his groin 
down harder onto Harley's. Harley gave a groan of pleasure. 


Chuckling, Matt dove down and quickly claimed Harley's 
mouth in a fast, hard kiss again, then pulled back far 
enough to stare into Harley's eyes. His gaze flickered down 
to the fangs and back to recapture Harley's softening glare. 
“Kind of hard to forget right now.” He winked and smiled. 
“But it doesn't change anything. You're mine. Named, 
mated, fought for, won and claimed already.” 


“So what's that?” He gave an indelicate snort. “The 
werewolf version of 


‘signed, sealed and delivered'? | get a leash and collar to go 
with it?” 


“Something like that.” Laughing out loud this time, Matt 
eased both of their arms up the bed until Harley's wrists 
were pinned down by his neck. Matt released his hold then 
Slid his fingers up to lace with Harley's unresisting ones. 


When he met no complaints, he locked their hands together. 
“After all, you were sent to me. To keep safe.” 


“What? Who? No one sent me anywhere.” The disbelief 
dripped off his words. Harley snorted and lowered his gaze. 
The seductive thrusts against his groin stopped and the 
sudden loss of intimacy made him feel empty. “No one cares 


tom 


enough to send me anywhere 'safe'. 


“My uncle and my mom cared.” Matt's free hand gently 
forced Harley's chin up until they could see eye to eye. 
“They sent you here.” 


“Bullshit.” Harley tried to pull away but Matt refused to let 
go. Harley had to blink to clear the sudden blurring in his 
vision. “You're nuts.” He wanted to believe Matt, but it didn't 
make sense. “I don't Know any werewolves!” A small, self- 
depreciating chuckle escaped him as he added, “And | sure 
don't know your mom.” 


“Sure you do.” Matt's smiled widened. He sniffed Harley's 
cheek. “She touched your cheek,” he nuzzled Harley's face, 
then planted his nose on Harley's 110 
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nearby left hand, “and your hand. | smelled her on you right 
off. Why do you think | came over and talked to you in the 
bar?” He sniffed at Harley's right hand. “Uncle Abe shook 
your hand, too.” 


Slack jawed, Harley found himself almost speechless. “That 
PIA trucker is your uncle? | rode all the way here with a 
werewolf and didn't know it?” 


Disconcerted, a deep frown marred his face. “Christ, | am 
fucked up.” 


“Yep.” Matt bussed a quick kiss on the frown and rolled a 
little to one side to get a better grip on their cocks. His hand 
never faltered in the smooth, slip-sliding rhythm that had 
Harley arching up into his hold. “And he delivered you, all 
wrapped up in a yellow ribbon.” 


The satin feel of flesh on flesh pushed his lusts higher. The 
rush of pleasure was so intense he almost missed the rest of 
what Matt was saying. 


“What? What ribbon?” He blinked and remembered the only 
thing he had worn that was yellow. “That old coat that lady 
at the cafe gave me?” 


Matt smirked. “My old parka my mom gave you.” 
“Christ!” 
“No, werewolf.” 


“Asshole.” Harley search for a more derogatory term but all 
he could work up any feeling for was a lame taunt. He found 
his heart wasn't willing to help him abuse his new lover. 
“Beast.” 


“Corpse.” 


Eyes narrowed, Harley arched into Matt's fist as the man 
purposely sped up his strokes, making it nearly impossible 
for Harley to talk without moaning. 


“Carnivore.” 
“Cadaver.” 


“Ah! That was a low blow.” It was hard not to groan on the 
last word. 


“No, but this is.” Matt slid down Harley's body and took the 
head of his cock into his mouth. He sucked until his cheeks 
hollowed out, flicking the slit at the tip with his stiffened 
tongue. 
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“Fuck!” Harley thrust his hips upward, but Matt's large 
hands found his hips and anchored him back down to the 
bed. Another fierce suck and tongue probe, then Matt 
released him, sliding back up to lick and bite each of his 
swollen nipples. He dragged his teeth over their peaks until 
Harley hissed and grabbed the back of his head, crushing 
his face to the vampire's chest. “Mother fuck!” 


Pulling away, Matt blew a stream of warm air over one wet, 
chilled tit, fingering it as it crinkled and hardened. “Hey, 
leave my mom out of our bed.” 


“Christ, you didn't have any problem thinking about her 
before when we fucked.” Harley tried to draw Matt's face 
back down and Matt obliged long enough to suckle the other 


tit for a brief second before repeating the tweak and blow 
game. 


“That was different. She marked you for me to find. Her 
scent will be gone soon. Replaced with mine.” Matt began 
kissing his way down Harley's chest to his belly, mapping 
each rib and curve of the vampire's torso with his lips and 
tongue. 


Harley snorted and gasped, threading his fingers in Matt's 
hair, body too focused on the sensations he was 
experiencing and the return of his blood lust to care about 
the implied ownership. Besides, he was beginning to like the 
idea of belonging to Matt, with Matt. 


His protest came out much weaker than he had planned. 
“Peed on me like a tree stump?” 


“No.” Matt surged up and nuzzled at Harley's sensitive neck 
then blew in his ear as he whispered, “I filled you full of my 
load and didn't pull out until it invaded your body and found 
your undead soul. Then | invaded that, too.” 


He bit down on the carotid artery in Harley's neck and the 
vampire bucked up, writhing and swearing. “Why you sweet- 
talker, you. Charmed me through my ass, did you?” 
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“Right up your ass, sweetheart.” Matt raked his teeth across 
Harley's skin, leaving a red trail that led from his neck to his 
groin. 


Pulling Matt up by his hair until they were face to face again, 
Harley locked stares with the man. He let his well-practiced 


bravado fall away for the first time in three decades, 
allowing his true feelings to shine through his eyes and 
unguarded expression. 


“Hey.” He felt his lips quiver and his chest constrict, but 
Harley managed to get the words out. “Why don't you cum 
and sweet-talk me some more.” He swallowed hard but was 
encouraged by the gentle smile on Matt's lips. “Show me 
what this mating stuff is all about.” 


The End 
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We hope you enjoyed the wide variety of hustlers in Foreign 
Boys. Stay tuned for more GBLT erotica in Shifting 
Perspectives and Arresting Developments coming soon from 
Aspen Mountain Press. 


You can keep informed of all our releases by joining our 
announcement only yahoo loop at 
AMP_Mountaineer@yahoogroups.com or visiting our website 





(www.AspenMountainPress.com) and subscribing to our 
monthly newsletter. 
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